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Io the Right Honourable 


The Lord ASH BURNHAM. 


My Lokb, | 
As IT, even in theſe politer Days ſeems to 
be perſecuted with a kind of blind 

Zeal, by ſuch as know not its Purity; And 
tho' there have been in all Ages Hereticks in 
Learning as well as Divinity ; Yet the hardy 
Poet that in theſe Days, endeavours only at the 
Reſtoration of good Senſe is in Danger of | 
dying a Martyr to it: But Great and Wor- 
thy Names have conſtantly been Patrons of _ 
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De Epiſtle Dedicatorꝛ. 
the Muſe; there ſhe takes a ſecure Refuge and 
z protected from the Profane Multitule. 
Iherefore the following Scenes moſt hum- 

| bly beg your Patronage, and T may fay (and 

| yet, be fully conſcious of my many Errors) 
that if they had pleas d more they would have 
been leſs worthy Your Lorpsie ; the beſt 
Part of the Comedy was not taſted by the 
Majority, they were wholly ignorant of it: and 

| if Ignorance be the Mother of Devotion, I 
wonder the Play did not take, FEE: 

have happily choſen a Name to prefix be- 


ö 
| fore theſe Sheets which may almoſt Reconcile 


the People to em; however if they won't Ap- 
prove the Deſign of my Characters; All Man- 
| kind muſt Applaud the Choice of my Pa- 
tron. : n 

Here likewiſe I may have a farther and a 
lucky Opportunity of gratifying the Town, 
and making up the Difference between us by 
Obliging them with the Detail of Your No- 

ble Family, Your Virtues, Your moſt Illu- 
* ftrious Alliance, &c. But I am not well recon- 
{ cifd to em yer to purchaſe that good Opinion, 
at the Expence of Your Lordſhip's Modeſty, 


P to bs ** * do 
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De Epiſtle Dedicator). 
to whom tis ever eaſie to do the greateſt Actions, 
and ungrateful to hear em repeated. 

How hard is it for a Dedicating Poet not to - 
offend in this manner, and where the Subject 
gives ſo noble and ſo copious a Field: Vet 
Cos difficult or rare, a Temperance of this | 
ſort may be, I am content with the Ambitio | 


of ſubſcribing my fel — —_ 


Your Loxopsaiye's 


Moſt Obedient, and 


Devoted Servant, 


Charles Johnſon. 
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Spoke by Mr. BOOTH. 


Cr once freely laſbd the vicious Age, 

And ſhot its finewy Precepts from the Stage; 
Then arm'd with Energy and pointed Wit: + 

It gor'd- the darling Follies of the Pit. 

Th affected Fool and Knave wou'd bluſh to ſee, 
In this true Glaſs their own Epitome : 

But now ſo tender mouth'd are Authors grown, 


They dare not bite, or touch the guilty Town ;, 


Thus honeſt Say Grace muſt not preach the W ord, 
Leſt he ſhould diſoblige his pious Lord. 

Our Poet voldly ventures to explore, 
Two Fools, who never trod the Stage before ; 
And he preſents em both with due Submiſſion, 
A Critick, and a Coffee-Politician, 
He thinks Cand with ſome Reaſon, I aſſure ye) 
They ought to be excepted from bis Jury; 
And hopes, as they are Parties here to Day, 
Ton not permit em fit upon his Play. 
The Law moſt wiſely does thofe Trades exclude, 


From Pannels upon Life——who deal in Blood. 


Criticks are Butchers all——inur'd to Death, 

The Blood-hounds never give a Poet Breath. 
Therefore accept his juſt Appeal to you, 

Who can be pleas d, and dare confeſs it too; 

Who know you ſhow d the trembling Author Ave; 

If bis Miſtake's leſs than his Beauties are, 


l I left bim yonder full of Doubts and Pains, 


He f the 2 of bis ap Ele Scenes. 
Ny Game ſter, when 
No unfledg 'd Soldier when he ſees the Foe ; 
No Culprit to be ti d at Bar for Life, 
No Girl that's juſt upon the Brink of Wife, 
Feels half the Pangs the labouring Poet bears, 


Some Minutes &er bis Birth of Wit appears. 
2 


——— : _ 
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e ſhakes the Box to throw, 


WI, firſt T took this Part in this gay Dreſs, 


T rambled der the Town to get a manly Grace; 


T'inure my Limbs with Negligence to wear 
The Rakiſh Character to Night I bear. 

Firſt then, two Fellows box me up, and walk 

To Wills, TI long'd to hear the Poets talk; 

T hop'd to find the Rooms all fil d with Bards, 

I ſaw no Wits, but Beaus; no Books, but Cards. 
Jagd Friend Morris where his Authors met, 

He ſinil'd, and ſhew'd me which was Dryden's Sear. 

Thence I gave ſecret Orders to my Chair, 

To trot to à learn d Houſe near Temple-Bar. 

_ Where ſober Atheiſts ſipping ſimple Tea, | 
Correct Religion, and the Miniſtry. 

Nom, what Tue learnt from this new Ramble, hear, 
Mankind, like me, all borrow'd Habits wear : 
Black Cloaths may cover Dunces z Cowards, Red, 
And Wits are often Fools in Maſquerade. 
Therefore the Author humbly bad me ſay, 

He to the Ladies offers 1 his Play; 

The Wits and Criticks will ſubmit in courſe, 
For Wit muſt always yield to Beauty's Force. 
Britains no more ſhall Free-born Woman awe, 
We gloriouſly diſclaim the Salick Law. 

France ſhall renounce it, and be forc'd to own, 
A Britiſh Woman ſhook the Celtick Throne. 

She wars alone wrong d Nations to reareſs, 
And give the labouring World a laſting Peace. 
Horn like Eliza, Tyrants to reſtrain, 

And vindicate her Sexes Right to Reign. 
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EPILOGUE J 


Spoke by Mrs. Bradſhaw, in Boy's Cloaths. 


The Perſons of the Drama. 


Coizales „An old Weſt-Indian very rick and led 


here, marry'd to Fortfils youngeſt Daughter, F Mr. 2 
Veramant, In Love with Ficlitia. Mr. Booth. 
Secundine, His Friend, Mr. Miles. 
* A os ob Center, Father to My Mr. Bullock, | 
 Poſiſcript, A Coffee Houſe Politician. Mir. Dagger. 
Dypt hong, A Critick. Mr. Johnſon. 
_ Eblow, A Pimp, Servant to Veramant. - Mr. Norris, 


WOMEN 


Bait, Daughter to Fortfl, Elop'd from her Fa- 
ther in Purſuit of her Lover, in Boy's Cloaths, Mrs. Bradſhaw. 
by the Name of Philadel. 


Viola, Her Maid follows her Miſtreſs by the Name 2 . . 
of Valentine. | g TMes. Biete 3 


Florida, A Pretender to Learning, a Philoſophreſs. Mrs, Porter. 
Lucia, Fortfils youngeſt Daughter, Wife to Carizales. Mrs, Santlow. 


Doris, An old Woman, Servant to Carizales, _ 
rupted to betray her Miſtreſs. | 


Parrot, Servant to Forth], 
Prim, Servant to Florida, Gc. 
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SCENE, Lo V Do 


1 ; 


Generous Husband: 


Y o OR, THE 


- Coffee-Houſe Politician: - 
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AC. I 
S C ENE I. Carizaless Houſe. 


Enter Carizales and Doris. 


Car. 
Conduct? In what manner does ſhe communicate her 
3 Thoughts to thee? For, tho ſhe knows thee my Crea- 
ture as ſhe is a Woman, ſhe muſt tell her Mind or ſhe will burſt. 
Dor. Alas, Sir, you know how young ſhe is, but juſt Fifteen 
and her Affection ſeems rather that of a Child to a Parent, than a 
Wife to a Husband. : 


Car. How! but time will wear that off; this fair Creature, under L 


; the Settlement I have made to ſecure her, ſeems the liberal Bount 
of Heaven for my 30 Years Toil in the Indies; I applaud my felt! 
I glory in my Management! firſt that I have purchas'd her of her 


B Father 


4 x | 
ORIS, what does my Wife think of her Marriage | 
State? How does ſhe reliſh the Singularity of my: | 


OR To — 2 ye 


„ The Generous Hutband: Or, 


Father Tortf/: I have given a Sum of Money for her, not receiv'd 
one with her; and made her a Settlement likewiſe Equivalent to the 
Money I gave. Tt ſeems to me therefore ſhe is by ſo much the 
J more my Property The is indeed my Chattel real, upon no account 
to be alienated. —— | | 
Dor. I hope ſo Sir. 2 4 | 2 
i Car. She is a Jewel that IT have purchas'd at a coſtly Price; and 
l being ſo Doris, have I not a_ Right to lock it up in my Casket, or 
Ss wor .abroag. o Holidays as | ii Houle, is is that 
Caskæt, i (BE idle Windows to the Street for Fops! ts ogle at; 
no Sallles"t0 play at bo-peep thro, and make Eye-affignations from 
em; the Walls are high, and like the chaſt Habit of a Matron 
$ diſcover nothing that's within: But: we receive the Light of Heavea 
ina a direct Line by the Dome. a BA | 
| Dor. Nau kg 4 £9 Six, ndl the Vices, offfthis Town, 
i and ann ber tho Nous. & $ * N 7 > Ex 3 5 
Ce. Then in order to make her Paſſions keep even pace with 
mine, which, but for a ſtrict Education, I know wou'd be difficult 
| to Blood; I have provided that her Sight ſhall not be viti- 
| ated or corrupted by unwholſom Objects, which are frequently Pa- 
rents of amorous Ideas: the Hangings and. Pictures therefore are only 
ſuch as muſt beget ſober and virtuous Thoughts; the Veſtal Virgins, 
Diana and her Nymphs; or, of thoſe illuſtrious Women who are 
celebrated in Hiſtory for their Chaſtity. Thus have I ſecur'd her 
| Inclinations as well as her Perſon.— Doris, call her hither.— 
1 | Exit Doris. 

—— A good Title will no more preſerve one's Wife than one's 

Eſtate, in our Poſſeſſion, without Management afterwards. Who then 
can calf me jealous? Who ſuſpicious? I am free from all ſuſpicion, 

by knowing I have prevented the Occaſion of it. We Husbands 
i} Jive in a world of licens'd Thieves; a Fellow that ſteals your Hand- 
ll] kerchicf ſhall be hang'd by the Law, but he may run away with 
| your Wife, and you muſt put your Horns in your Pocket: There- 
fore I ſhut my Doors. — 1 | er 


% 


Enter Lucy and Doris. 
| Good Morrow Lucy, how didſt thou ſleep laſt Night? I thought 
| Sar; you ſigh; is there any thing you want? I will provide it, 
+: 5" "BA 5 e en Te: 


Lucy, | 


g 
nn | *. 


Lach. Do all marry'd Women keep Houſe as I de Husband? | 


— 
R * — nn F * ' =" mn 
4 4 4 * f 4 y — 5 7 ; 

"- 1 Y g : N 5 ' . La 
T. L 5 P, n 3 

- * 
be Hoſe Pollricin. 3 
- 0 4 


C. Tes, if their Husbands are as Circumſpect as Wiſe,” as ILƷw̃ 


to defire it. e 15. 8 49 
Lucy. Then thoſe who are marry'd to Fools may go abroad. 
Car. Yes; none elſe will ſuffer it. n Th 
Lacy. Then I wiſh I was marry'd to a Fool, Chuck, + . 
Car. How | Why ſo ) 2 
Lacy. Becauſe I have à mind to go abroad. ; 
Car. (afide) This is a very ugly Symptom.] Doris, how came 
this into her Head? you can tell — Oh! no, by no means, it 
wou'd ruin you and me too. * 


Lucy, Why did it not ruin me when I was a Maid? 
Car. Becauſe there are abroad a certain Sort of Dragons that never 
devour Virgins, but marry'd Women; an idle Sort of People, a 
tongue-padding, good for nothing, lying Generation of young Fel- 
lows, that are born for no other purpoſe — the ſole Putin 
whoſe Lives is to make Love — I mean to ruin and deſtroy both 
Soul and Body of every young marry'd Woman they meet. 

Lucy. When I was at my Father's Houſe, I ſaw ſeveral hand ſom 


. women wy. A£&04- __ = TT 


young marry'd Women who went abroad every Day among thoſe | 


ragons, why were not they deftroy'd? Beſides, I ſhan't he afraid of 
'em if you go with me. | 

Car. Did I not tell you at firft, Chuck, that one of the chief Ar- 
ticles of a Wife's Duty was not to diſpute the abſolute Will of her 
Husband, or to ask Queſtions ? 8 

Lucy. You ſay you will give me every thing that I want, and 


yet forbid me to ask Queſtions 5 indeed, Chuck, I cannot tell you ; 


my mind without ſpeaking. 
Car. (aſide She is in the right on't ; my Suſpicion had almoſt 
tript-up the heels of my Reaſon.- We may be overwiſe 


but this natural Sharpneſs 2 ſtrong Bolts; for I find if ever 


the Cage is left open, away flys the Bird. — 


Turning to her.) Well my Dear take one turn or two in the 
Gallery with Doris, and I will be with you again — and bring you 
ſomething ſhall pleaſe you I warrant. —— Where are my Keys? — 
Oh here. [As he opens the Door, Flyblow bolts in upon him. 
Fhb. Sir, by your leave. | 

Car. By my leave, Sir; 'tis not by my leave, 


| 7 08s Fi. 


” a 


| , =: The Gives ih. i. 


Fhb. (burſting from bim) Ther without your leave, — What a 
pox can't you let a Man go about his own Buſineſs quietly ?—— 
', [Rans-croſs the Stage 10 Lucy, thruſts one Note Privately 
into her Boſom, and gives another into her Hand. ] 
Car. Buſineſs Sir; Raſcal, Scoundrel, Ill Letter you; ll — whence 
come you? who are you ? ? 
[Snatches the Letter from Lucy*s Hand. 
Fh. Sir, 1 am a certain Appendix or Appurtenance to the Plea- 
ſures of my Maſter call'd a Pimp, and I come hither to ſerve my 
; young Miſtreſs; I am the Jackal, and my Maſter the * T hunt 


l the Game, and he devours it. 


Car. Very well; faith thou'rt a Plain-dealer, a very pretty Fel. 
Jow ; but I ſhall be as free with you Dogbolt.— Buſineſs Sir; — 
Oons you ſhall do none of your Buſineſs here.— 

Fh. No Sir; that's mighty good in troth, — ver well faith — 
L youll hinder me from labouring in my Vocation, fr rom getting my 
Bread in an honeſt way; — Hah old Cerberus. 
Car. Sirrah, Pll cut both your Ears off. 

Fh. Sir, with ſubmiſſion you can * 

Cer Why ſo Sir? 
Fh. Becauſe I have loft one of em in the Service already ; ; but 

the other Sir— 

Car. There are Magiſtrates in this City. 
Fh. Yes, I have mounted ſome of their Caps, and they ſhall butt 


og ky che beſt Tups in the Suburbs. 


Car. Sirrabh, do you know me? I won't ask you if ou know 
your ſelf. 

Fh. Yes Sir, I know us both perfectly well; — you are the Goaler 
to that young Lady, ſhe is the golden Fruit; you the Dra- 
gon. and I am Hercules : Or ſhe is the Virgin — (I beg par- 
don Sir, that may not be true); you are the Dragon, — and I am 
St. George. 

Car. Was there ever ſuch a Villain! what do you ſtare ſo for ? 
What do you want ? 

= - Eh. An Anſwer to that Letter; — Pho, pox, Sir, diſpatch — my 

| time” s precious. 

Car. This Fellow's Impudence had ſo confounded me, — I forgot 
[ ought to have cut his Throat three Minutes ago. 

[ Draws his $ word. 
Fly, 


—— — 5 — . ets 0 —  —— — 


The Coffee - Honſe Politician. 45 
Fly. — Adieu, dear Sir, — I ſhall take an Opportthity to wait 
on you, when you're in better Temper to receive the Civility deſign d 
WWW Car ix. goes to the door, and locks it. 
Car, Lacy — What are the Contents of this Letter? From whom 
came it ? — Tell me, Chicken. 
| 2 | Holding the Letter in his Hand. 
Lacy. Indeed, Sir, I know not: I am as much ſurpriz'd as you. 
Dor. The Fellow's mad that's all—I ſuppoſe he was formerly - 
Go between — a Putter together of loving People — till ſome enrag d 
Cuckold cudgePd him out of his Senſes - And he (till raves of his 
Profeſſion. : 1 
Car. Do you know nothing of this Matter, Doris? 
Dor. Alas, Sir, how have I merited your Suſpicion ? _— he 
Car. By Heav'n, if you do play me falſe I'll execute my Vengeance } 
with my own Hands. — Oh, my boiling Blood! Tes, Pl! ponyard 
you, cut you piece-meal. — I tremble, — and dare hardly open this 
damn'd, — bawdy Billet. Reaas the Superſcription. | 
To Chloe. Ah, pretty. Opens i. 


Laſt Night, at the Opera, I was taken Pris ner by jour Eyes: Laſt | 
Night: So, — all is ſafe, — we were at home. — But, let us 
hear it out. And tho you gave me Liberty upon my Parole, I only | 

beg to ſurrender my ſelf, and that you will let me know where and. | 


when. 


Ranger. "i 


My ſwelling Heart abates : I'm glad to find it was but that buſy Raſ- ( 


cal's Error. — Miſtaken Blockhead. — This is ſome Martial Chal- 
lenge, by his —— Parole — and —-Surrender. — Thoſe Fellows 
make Love, as they make War ; and think to carry every thing by 
Storm. In troth, my Citadel was in ſome danger; and but for a 
valiant and wiſe Governor, the Gariſon, for ought I know, wou'd have 
capitulated. — What ſay you, Lieutenant? | 
Dor. I ſay, neither you, nor your Gariſon, are in any peril, But if 
vou will fill your Head with thele Jealouſys — What the dickens, how Y 


cou'd we help this Fellow's Impudence ? 


| 
| 
1 
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tisfy you, I have reaſon for the Caution of my Conduct. When the 
Hauk ſtrikes into the very Dovecot, can we be blam'd for keeping it 
8 ſhut ? However, to-morcow I will hire four Men, who ſhall watch 
F . two and two by turns, and prevent any Surprize of this nature for the 
future. — Adieu, my Lambkin, — Iam glad this Ruffle is fo well 
over. I ſhall be back preſently. [Goes out, and locks the door 
Eo IE . after hl.. a x $f! 
Lucy. — Nurſe, — f 
Dor. — Madam, — _ | TT Os 08 
Lacy. I have another Billet here; but I tremble ſo with Apprehenſion 
of my Husband's Jealouſy, I wiſh *twas burnt, — I ſuppoſe *tis: from 
. the ſame Hand that you-bragght the laſt. rho e 1ehbt, 
Dar. Well, I;jadmire- this Fhblow ; he is fit to be Captain-General-of 
the induſtrious, People in his way. He has ſhew'd in this Affair both 
Conduct and Courage. —— Open it, —— open it, Madam, — I 
Warrant it ſpeaks to the purpoſe, If it talks as he looks, — it muſt ſay 
handſom things. — | | 
Lac. I care not; I will neither read it, nor hear of it; nor him, nor 
" thee. One time or other I ſhall be cut to pieces, for being only found 
in poſſeſſion of ſuch a traiterous piece of Paper. | 
Dor. Slife, Madam, read it; the Walls have no Ears; and when 
you have read it, we'll prevent the Paper's telling Tales, by burning it: 
# Take care only that you don't talk in ye Sleep. In ſhort, I am fo 
4 weary of this Priſon, I will run away by my ſelf, if you won't bear me 
Company. 5 CONN | 
F Lacy. I am much more a Pris'ner than thee : thou haſt fometimes a 
Line giv*n thee to Market, or ſo. Pm eternally confin'd. f 
Dor. Zooks, Madam, you are not his Wife: your Father vilely ſold 
you to this Hunks: you, and only you your ſelf, had a right to diſpoſe 
of your ſelf, Gad, and Iwou'd. Ah! dear Madam, I only wiſh you 
had ſeen Mr. Veramant. One Minutg's interchangings of Eyes, 


— 


| wor 10 —— 
Lacy reads the Letter. 


I will make an Attempt for your Liberty to-night; and when I have ſet 

you free, leave it wholly to your own Inclinations, in what manner you 

will reward your Deliverer, Veramant. | 
To 


- — 


— 
— — — 
— — 


— 


f * 
To the a ie inſtantly, Doris; if he ſaw this, he wou'd ire N 
a Regiment or two to guard his Caſtle; or perhaps murder me. 3 
Dor. Murder a Pudding: Whar, pluck up a Courage, Girl; ad 
fend your Lover word, Dll be ready to ſhake off your Ferters ; or 
when I go abroad, as I fo uppoſe I muſt when he returns, ll bring you- | 
word what's to be done farther. — Not that I wou'd have you prove 
diſloyal — Keep your Virtue and your Marriage-Vow —— But wen 
we are got away, Child, I warrant we'll have better Conditions, and 
Security for em too, if ever we returtir Well, he's the prettieſt Feb 
low — Yow'll be charm'd'— How honourable he indites — 

Lacy. Ah, Nurſe — Well, I wou'd venture the breaking of a Bone 
or two, to get rid of this Keeper, and this Goal —— 

Dor. Break a Bone or two —— Break his Heart firſt Gad, I be- x 
lieve if I were his Wife, I ſhou'd poiſon him —— Come ia, Child, 9 
Ill break my Brains, but III lay a Plot ſhall counter mine the wiſeſt of 
his Contrivances, - . Exeunt. 


- 


8 OE NE, Tortfil's Houle. 
7 2 follow ⸗d by Parrot. 


Tort. Parrot, Where's thy Divoghtet | ? 

Parrot, {not hearing him, hums a Tune] Barbara ſet intendo. 7 

Tort, This RaſcaPs Senſes are ſwallow'd up in his Ears: Sirrah, I 
ſhall pull thoſe delicate Lugs off, Where's Floriaa ? | 

Par. Sir, I beg pardon : I was delighted only with an Air of "lk 
latti. Madam Florida, Sir, is in her Study, where ſhe always is. 

Tort. Tis a polite Age, really, when Footmen ſtudy Muſick, and 
Girls Philoſophy. — As for you, Scab, if you love Muſick, Pil tune 
you, —— Go, bid her come hither inſtantly : and hark-ye, don't tell 
her I am not in Humour. — | 

Par. Sir, I did not know ſo much; therefore tis odds I had kept the 


Secret. 
Tort. Will you bring her to me, Sir! ? 
Par, Sir, you Thall have her, dead or alive. [Exit, humming an Air, 


Tort. It ſeems the impartial juſtice of Heav'n to puniſh me in the 
Diſobedience of my two remaining Girls, ſor ſelling my youngeſt - 
Daughter Lacy to old Carizales —— That was an _— Match, and 
I acted unworthily. —— Pictitia is un clear from me ; —— and Fo- 
rida, 
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rida, my only remaining Comfort, gone Book-mad, —Diſtrated with 
Letters, — a very She-Pedant. But I muſt be cool and reſtrain my 
Temper. Plltry whether mild Uſage will eneline her to marry. For 
her Uncle left her Six Thouſand. Pounds, to be paid her on the Day of 


0 ber Marriage; which muſt go out of the Family, if her Averſion to 
Man continues. -Foor Girl, —— may be ſhe thinks Man a terrible 
1 Thing. 1 hope, however, a Time may come, when ſhe will take 


more pleaſure in the Practick than the Theory of Nature. — Oh, here 
ſhe is: We'll put on an Air open and gracious, and not be too ſevere on 
her Learning. 85 en 


Enter Florida, Parrot. 


_ My dear Girl, I give thee a good Morning. CHE 
Flor. Heavens! will you n&er leave thoſe vulgar Salutations ; ſo 
ſhocking to the Ear; ſo ſcandalous to good Senſe ? | | 
Tort, How then; what a pies, may not a Father give his Daughter 
a good Morning? : Ro 
Flor. A Father acts both extravagantly and ignorantly, when he aſ- 
ſumes to give what belongs not to him. — For a Gift is, according to 
the Learned, no other than a transferring or making over a Property. 


—— Now, to give me a good Morning, you muſt neceſſarily be the 


# Maſter of it. Ir is therefore certain, the intelligible Faculty rebels as 


often as ſa brutiſh a Complement is made. If you ſpeak properly, 
therefore, you muſt ſpeak plainly, thus: —— Daughter, I wiſh you a 
good Morning. OS * mme 
Tort, How happy am I in ſo ingenious a Child ! — Since you diſ- 
like what I gave you juſt now, I have a Preſent for you. —— _ | 
Flor. Another Blunder, as harſh as the firſt. . Know, Sir, that a 
reafonable Soul never ſuffers it ſelf to be ſeduc'd by Intereſt ; that 
Virtue alone is capable of .touching me; that Preſents are frightful 
things ; and that I no longer know even my Father, when my Father 
wou'd corrupt my Virtue by Preſents,  . _ | 
- Tort. Reyday ! — What a Pother is here, indeed, Well —— 
thou haſt a fine Genius, truly. —— But, iny dear Child, if I made you 
a Propoſal, wou'd you hearken to it? 7 

Flor. 1 ſhall attend, with Reſpe&, every thing that is dictated by 
good Senſe, —— and confin'd within the Bounds of a regular Elocu- 
tion. — | _— 


Tbe Coffee. Houſe Politician, og © 

Tort. 9 I ſhou'd tell you, my Dear, I ſhou'd dye ſatisfy*d” 
—— provi GEE Ne 5 | 
i oy — Hum — Let us ſpeak poſitively — laconically — natu- 
1 | WELL a | 

fort Well, if I ſhou'd tell thee, I wou'd make thee happy. 

Flor. 1 wou'd anſwer with Pytbagoras, that tis above your 
Power; and that true Happineſs is deriv'd immediately from 
Heaven. 1 | 

Tort, Piſh ! Piſh ! I ſhan't go fo far to fetch it (in her Ear) Þll 
give thee a Hudband—— —_ | 

Flor. Me a Husband—a brutiſh Husband—a drunken, gaming, 
jealous, debauch'd Husband ! — 

Tort. No, no; Alas-a-day, Child, I mean to give thee one to 
thy own Heart's Content —— 6 

Flor. Will you, Sir, be rul'd by me? 

Tort. With all my Heart. 

Flor. Then—categorically—Pll not be marry'd ; I'll not ſub- 
ject my ſelf to the uneven Temper of a Humoriſt : I'll neither be 
a Prop to a Fool's Fortune, nor a Bar to a Libertine's Pleaſure. 
Were all our Sex of my Mind, we ſhou'd ſoon behold thoſe A- 
nimals bending, creeping at our Feet, and begging Mercy 

Their Inſolence proceeds from our Eaſineſs; and now truly, 
they think they highly oblige us, if they condeſcend to the Mar- 
riage Fetters. | 
+» Tort. But is there not one Man to be found to pleaſe you, my 
Dear? — I care not what Buſineſs, — what Profeſſion ; — What 
think you of a Lawyer? a 

Flor. Pleaſant ſort of Fellows truly — (with their three neceſſary 
Qualifications, Ignorance, Impudence, and Acquaintance) — Ovught a 
Woman of Worth, think you, to be chain'd to a thing, that like 
a Chair or a Coach, 1s let out to People by the Hour ; that lives in 
a perpetual Brangle, and by the Misfortunes of his Fellow Crea- 
tures ; that is paid better for managing a bad Cauſe than a good 
one? — Oh, horrid ! —— Pythagoras forbid ii 

' Tort, Wou't thou have a Soldier, Child? 


| Flor. 


. 
— 


FTE **— S Wo - Ee 5 n * hs 8 . 
10 The Generom Husband: Or, 
Flor. A noiſy, talking, ſelf-ſufficient Wretch; fatigu'd with 
his good Fortune, and fond of his Conduct; buſy”d in Wigs, -Li- 
verys, and Snuff boxes, (Setting up Ignorance for Virtue, and Impu- 
dence for Merit; every where giving himſelf ſuch an aukward Air of 
Diſtinction.) —— Inſupportable ! —— _ „ 
Tou ort. Cunning Rogue: I fiad you're for a Husband with a good 
Place at Court, in the Exchequer, or the Treaſury. Ha! Huſ- 
ſey 7 OY | 85 Na 
"Flr. How little do you know me, Sir: there is ſomething in the 
Lives of thoſe People - prodigiouſly mean To day the Palace of 4 
Prince is too narrom to lodg em, three Months after you find em 
in the Fleet. If they receive a Million with one hand, they pay 
it away with t'other; and are at beſt but golden Channels, —— 
Sometimes Rich, often Miſerable, always loaded with Curſes, ——Sir, I 
ſhall never deſire to trim my Clothes with gold Orice, at the Ex- 


- 


= pence of the Publick— 


Tort You're for a Country Gentleman, I find ; a good downright 
honeſt Terra Firma Squire— _ „ RIC a4 

Flor. A ruſtick Squire is juſt one degree above a Savage; you 
may obſerve it by his ſtill delighting to hunt the Beaſts of the Fo- 
| reſt, —— Wou'd you join me in Wealock to a Hog ſhead of ſtale Beer 
| ag that is as reſtive, as dirty, and as heavy as his filthy 
: Acres Ty, popes e . | / f 

Tort. Then, in ſhort, you will not take the Advantage of the 
Six Thouſand Pounds my Brother left you, on Condition you 
marry'd, and with my Confent —— You will loſe it every 
Groat — | au 9 5 

Flor. I ſhall have ſtill a good Book — which I am perſuaded I 
hall love much better than a bad Husband — Vi tell you, Sir, 
for theſe three Years that I have been acquainted with Ari/torle, 
we have not had the leaſt difference together. ne, 
Tort. (peeviſhly) Ariſtotle may be a very honeſt Man, for ought 


I know: but—— 


Flor. But you may ſay what you pleaſe, I won't bate an Ace 
on't: I hate Men, I hate the Cumber of a Family, every thing 
concurs to diſcourage me, to make ins fear it, to make it my A- 

| | verſion. 


K a 
J * 


T be Caffes- Honſe Politician. 11 
verſion. Oa the other hand, Study has nothing in it but what is 
ſerene and calm Adieu, Sir, I muſt leave you; I have a Mathe- 
matical Experiment upon my hands Pc Exit. Flor. 
Tort. (loking after her) Hah | —- Pll Experiment you with a 
Vengeance — Very fine, Madam Philoſopher — Ad Pl! break the 
neck 2 Trade —— I'll have no body in my Houſe wiſer than 
my ſelf— W | | 
Par, Then, Sir, I hope you'll honour me with my Dif- 
charge. | 
Tort. Fleſh and Blood— Mathematical Experiment, when I talk 
of a good Husband An Impertinent Baggage ; Wit in a Woman 
is like Mettle in a blind Mare; but a learned Wit in Petticoats —— 
How ſhe inſults me, becauſe ſhe thinks me ignorant: Bur 'tis the 
Mark of true Learning, never to be ſhowiſh; and the ſign of a 
Pedant, to engage with a Blockhead. - | 
SHR .. | 
So Bullys ne er think fit to uſe their Might, 
But againſt ſuch alone as dare not fight. 


End of tbe Firſt Ad. 
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N 
SCENE, « chocolae R. 


Fictitia, Viola, alias Philadel, Palentine.. hs 1 5 5 


7 IN ſhort, Madam, 1 all never endure Petticoats again. 


n 


S'life, after I have hecłbr'd and bounc'd, and by your 


Lad yſhip's Example, bully*d half the young Milkſops in the Town, 


o dwaindle into a Curteſy, and pin Head-clothes. If you de- 
ſign to return to your Womanhood again, I deſire you will conceal 
me: Let me be Valentine ſtill — Oh, there are a thouſand 
pretty Advantages from being a hand ſom Valet, belides Old 


Clothesͤ— . | X Ch 7 
Phil. The Men, Viola, have the Advantage of us: I have ſuffi 
ciently prov?d it ſince our Metamorphoſis. But Love, that con. 


ceal'd Fire, rages for a Paſſage, and forbids the unnatural Diſguiſe. 


I fear when 1 ſee Veramant again, I ſhall diſcover my ſelf, tho ine- 

Val. Aye, there's it! —— Well, we were too happy. But why 
ſhou'd I hope better, when I knew, that interloping, blind, miſ- 
chief. making, baſtard Cupid, was at the bottom of all this — that 


vitable Ruin be the Conſequence — 


Diſturber of our Peace, that Curſe of our Sex? Were I to puniſh 


the Eyeleſs Brat, I wou'd drown him in a Well filPd with Vir- 


gins Tears, falt as his Mother's Sea; or ſhut him up in a Dun- 


geon, where Lovers Sighs ſhou'd ſtrike conſuming Damps into his 


77 Marr OW. : 


P;. 


"The Coffee. Honſe Politician. 1 ² 
Pbil. Yowre poetical in your Revenge, Viola; but know, the | 
frantick, love ſiek Wretch indulges the Diſeaſe Nor can I think, 
or wiſh, or hope for any thing but Veramant— All the Motions of 
my Soul are in Diſorder, and fluctuate as this tyrannical Paſſion 
dictates. And now, methinks, I loath this prepoſterous Habit, 
and wou'd appear again with all my Sex's Charms: But how *tis to 
be done, I know not. . Sr, 
Val. Impoſſible, Madam—Your ſullen old Dad, Tortfil, will 
never receive you again—that's certain and the learned Soph. your 
Siſter Florida, will enjoy your Fortune; Doubt it not. . 
Phil. But when the Purſe is empty, as tis ebbing Tide there too, 
what's to be done then? We 
Val. Do- any thing: Go a Guinea to the beſt at Braabury's; no 
body can refuſe a pretty Fellow: Play a ſham Party now and then, 
and enter into Partnerſhip with ſome experienc'd Bite. *Slife, an 
old Sharper wou'd give you a fine down for the uſe of your Face 
only, thou look'ſt ſe like a Bubble. Oh, it wou'd be of excellent 
uſe in their Croſs-bites. - TR 
Phil. I hope to put my Face to a better uſe yet, Girl, than to let 
it out in that ſcandalous manner to trowl for Pikes—No, if I ſuc» 
ceed not, I'll een return to Daddy — beg Pardon look fooliſh— 
and promiſe never to do ſo any more. Ah, Veramant. 1 
Val. Heavens! — what an Alteration is here from a gay, brisk, 
airy, young Gentlewoman, to a whining, ſick, repenting, ſullen, 
green-ſickneſs Girl, — This Fit of Love will diſguiſe you more 
than your Habit: Wel, if theſe be your Reſolutions, e'en pick 
out the moſt convenient Willow; — turn Pendulum for Half 
an Hour or ſo: —— *Tis a certain Remedy for Misfortunes of 
this kind. PI] hire ſome Halſ- penny Grub to write the 
faithful Lover's Ghirland, together with your whole Life and 
Converſation; — and you ſhall go off as handſomly, —- 
Phil. J ask your Advice, and you rail at my Condition; if you 
can't aſſiſt me, have ſo much good Manners not to mock 
me.— * 
_ Val. S'life, I think you're as peeviſh as a Jem's-Harp; one 
can't touch you but you jar. Nay, and I have nothing but 
frumps 
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thy own. Nonſenſe. 


frumps for my Fidelity, and running theſe Risks z if you tye one's 
Tongue, I had as live you wou'd ſow up one's Mouth like a 
238 Where's the Pleaſure of this pray, if one may not 

Phil. Not to thee indeed, whoſe whole Life lies in thy Tongue: 


Tis an eternal Larum never to be run down. (aſide) But when 


our Servants are in our Cabinet Secrets, we change Names, and 


gare their Slaves). —— Nay prithee Viola, what Girl, thou 


know'ſt I Love thee; I will try this Dreſs a day or two longer; 
who knows what Opportunity and my propitious Stars may do? 
Val. Opportunity may do What you may wiſh undone.—— 
But, Madam, let us reaſon this matter a little coolly, — and 
ſer the Buſineſs in a fair light: Here's a Lady they call Ficti- 


ii, very young, with ſome Beauty, and a little Virtue ; Elopes 
from her Father's Houſe, and rambles over this Town after one 


Veramant, a very pretty Fellow, and Maſter of 800 Pounds a 
Year; but a Fellow ſhe never ſpoke to, and has only a few 


Scraps of Paper, together with a dozen or two of Potgun-Oaths 


ſhot at her thro a Window, or ſo, to witneſs that he likes her. 


So that having diſoblig'd her Relations, and being not miſtreſs 
of one Groat, ſhe comes with Matrimony at leaſt in her Mouth, — 


Truly your Stars, as you ſay, muſt. be very propitious, if any 
thing Honourable is bred out of theſe Circumſtances ! For 
Veramant's a Man, Madam, a Man of this Age, whoſe Intereſt is 
his Deity ; and he will never ſacrifice that to his Love. — 
Phil. Thy Head is a very-Turno-ſtile,. and thou art giddy with 
| Yet *tis falſe ; I know him generous, 
and not like the guilty World fond only of Dirt. A 
Val. I have heard indeed in Romances of ſuch things, as — 
true Lovers. But, — | EN 3 
Phil. But ſtop that perpetual Motion: Don't you ſee the 


Room fills? 375 r 
Val. Ay, here's Veramant too; now her Heart beats the Gra - 


nadeers March. 


Phil. 
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2 4215 72 Pony," Veramant « and Secundine, 


V £ 


Ver. Kah my Philaael! my Hylas ever buſy in 8 
tion of thy own dear Self: Thou art a pretty Toy, the verieſt 

Sec. He was md a Trifle for che fair Sex, as their Fans or 
Snuff. boxes; not ſo much for uſe, as to play with, 

Phil. (curning, from the Glaſs)" 


Or I'm « very Dance, or Woman kind 9 * 01 
Is 4 moſt uninteligible og | 


3 


What think you Veramant ? | 
Vier. I ſubmit to = more refin*d Judgment, thou who never | 
ſtudieſt any thing but the Ladys and Dreſſing. | 
Phil. Tam not of the Poet's mind; I don't think there's any 
Riddle at all in the Sex; or if there be, I am ſure I have 
expounded a good many. 4 
Ver. Thou art no Riddle, Philadel; but a piece of Vanity to 
be read at firſt fight. 
Phill. (aff ide That's a Miſtake; I am at prefent written in 
Cypher. . 
Sec. I ſaw. our Intelligencer, Poſtſcript, picking up ſome ow | 
at the Bookſellers, £ 
Ver. There's a Creature now, that ſpends his whole Life in 
Foreign Affairs! -— his Head is ever News cram'd; and he rams 
it into every ones Ears that are near him: One wou'd 
think he were begot between a Coffee- Boy, and a — running 
Stationer.— b 


Sec. 


"The Generous Hucband : 07, 


4 Save us ; Apoll ; here he comes: Now Fall we be — BEEN 
beaten to death. This Fellow will thruſt the 3 of the 
World W you in FER ve 155 e 


255 un, Polſerpe 


A TE : * 8 — 


1 3 pol. What News, — What eNews, — - Veramant = 


Pof... N othing from . — . 
Per. No. —— | 


9 Poſt. Nor Germany? 


Ver. No, — no. 
Poſt. Nor Italy, nor Flanders? — You banter. | | 
Ver. Sir, I am no Gazette; and you ſhall not oblige me to 
inform you. 

Poſt. This Fellow's deep, — cloſe and deep; Aill Water not to 
be fathom'd : He wou'd make an excellent Miniſter; do very 


well in the Cabinet. —— Prithee Secandine, ask him ſome of the 
General Occurrences of Affairs either Foreign or Domeſtick: 


Sound him a little as to his Opinion, whether the Plenipoten- 
tiarys will make us another Viſit ? If Savoy holds tight? What 


is become of the Royal Man at Bender? Who thoſe Princes were 
that came hither under the Diſguiſe of Indian Kings? 


Sec. Hold Sir; if you don't * care, you'll choke your ſelf 
with your own Queftions. 
Ver. Prithee get ſome Clerk in- Chancery to draw up your 


Interrogatorys in Form,—— 


Phil. Ay, dee a Bill and t bim purge himſelf by Oath 
of theſe matte 

Poſt. Ha, ha: — But give me leave Gentlemen, if there be 
no Ballance in Europe; that is, if one Empire or Kingdom 
be too powerful or ſtrong for the other, then it follows in conrie 


that the other muſt be as it were — 


Fer. 


2 „ 


or, the, Coffee-houſe Politician. 17 
Ver. The Weaker. e e 725 2 
Peoſt. Yes, Sir: But pray what Reſolution have the Popiſh 
Dyet taken about the Affair of Tockenburgh ? I think I faw a a 
Paragraph in the Poſtman, that gives us ſome light into that 
Buſineſs. i 5 
Pj)pil. Sir, I muſt be fo charitable to inform you, your Diſ- 
courſe is tedious and unreliſhing, and as it were cid upon the 
Company. Now yonder lie the Poſt-man, Poſt-boy, Daily Cou- 
rant, Fhing Poſt, Supplement, &c. all your intimate Cronies, 
and you neglect em; they will converſe with you and your Pipe 
as much as you pleaſe ;. they too are capable of informing you in 
theſe important Affairs. y 
Poſt. Pert young Fop——Ah Boy! [clapping him on the Fore- 
| head] Thou wout never ſpoil a Politician lf thou hadſt but 
the penetrating Eyes of an able. Stateſman, to open the Cabi- 
nets of- Princes, to view the Schemes of Power in Embrio; to 
ſee Empires forming future Leagues, and War and Peace pro- 
jeting by a Prime Miniſter in his Cloſer, who ſits there diſpo- 
ſing Crowns and blending Monarchies, like the Arbiter of 
Fate. ll tel} thee, Child; Richlieu's Scheme was wrong, 
all wrong: He ſtruck at Univerſal Monarchy ; ay, and would 
have carry'd it, but there was a Blot, a Fault in it, which 
I ſpy*d 30 Years ago. Our Miniſtry hit it, and you ſee they 
have backgammon'd him; and but for that one little Error. 
For the Frame of Government is ſo fine, ſo curious, you muſt 
know, that if One, the minuteſt Wheel be out of order, the 
whole Machine ſtands ſtill, or goes falſe. ——Here! give me 
the Paris Gazette, —— Why there now, that very Paper ſhews 
the Fineneſs of the Policy of Fance. When cou'd you ever be 
ſure by that Paper how the Affairs of the World went? And 
yet you are gently danc'd and led about, your Head is kept 
warm, and you come off as well ſatisfy'd as if you had been 
reading Hiſtory. _ RE . | 
Ver. So; here comes that Paper- worm Dypthong ; an Inſect 
that was born only to ſuck the Poiſon of Books: He is intrepid 
and invincible in his own good Opinion, which he owes to a 
certain indolent Confidence, that enables him to be heartily con- 


tented with himſelf and his own Judgment. 
- D Sec, 


. * 8 had >; - 4 
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'Sec, He thinks he is the Chancellor of Parnaſſus, and believes 
Decrees ate irreverſible. © 

Ver. He condemns Shakeſpear. for being irregularly charmiog, 
and writes himſelf moſt regularly ſtupid: 

Sec. He has affected ſuch an W to Punning, he ſuſpedts 
a Man's Integrity that attempts it. 

Ver. A Quibble puts him into a cold Sweat, and a Pun makes 
him ſwoon. 

Ver. Peruſe him your ſelf, Philadel, you'll find the Contents. 

Enter Dypthong, 

Dyp. Why the Action is not feign'd with any Probability: 
Then the Fable, the Machines, the Perſonages, the Thoughts, 
the Diction; all abſurd, abſurd— A Puppy, to make the 
Queen diſcover her Love before all her Guards ; the Wretch 
knows nothing of the Epopea — Then what a ae is 
there! Bleſs us! there's a Plot! 

Poſt. A Plot, Sir: God bleſs her Majeſt 25 
your Patience: How ? or in what manner? 

Dyp. I came this minute from the Cloſet lars! Vs batch d, 
but ſure ſo monſtrous a Contrivance 
Poaſt. This News may be credible enough if it be true. Sir, 1 

expect with the Amt e the Partieulars; and if it 
come confirmd 

Dy. This Morning Jack 1 g, an honeſt Fellow enough in 
other reſpects, but an er nus ad Lyram, catches me by the El- 
bow, and tells me very ſmartly, he would carry me where he 
would ſhew me ſomething he was ſure would not pleaſe me. 
But, Sir, faid he, I uſe you as my NIE : I take you as I 
do Phyfick. 

Poſh. I wiſh, © Sir, you were arriv'd fafe in the Harbour of 
Particulars, or that you had unloaden the Cargo of your Plot 
Was it upon the d or the State? by Fire, Sword, Gun- 
powder, or how, Sir ? 

Dyp. Then hawling me into his Study, he would needs have 
my Advice whether I thought it neceſſary. the Queen {hould dic. 

. Poſt. Good Lord] you amaze me. 

D;. Sir, ſaid I, 1 is FREY contrary to an expreſs Rule 
'| of Ariſtotle. f 
Pop. 


But give me 


or, the ban bes Palitetan. 49 


Poſt, Ariſtotle! What has he to do with this Affair? 

Dyp.' Sir, he does poſitively explain himſelf thus: 28, c i 
«gerhy ien v Y bd. Now, Sir, a truly heroick Vertue is 
ſomething above what may be expected of Fleſh: and Blood. 
Why ſhould a paltry Poet, who is but a Painter of Nature, pre- 
tend to illuſtrate „ her, and draw a Creature ſhe never 
produced? 

Poſt. 1 proteſt, Sir, you allarm'd me. Pho, Pox! What 
then is this only the Plot of a Play. Ah, dear Sir, you mult 


_ Excuſe me GED 
Dyp. Why, Sir, I you don't think I converſe with Con- 


ſpirators——What-can this Fellow mean, he has fome Deſign. 
Poſt. One Word in your Ear, Sir: I am not fordable : 3 
out of your Depth- 1 is ſome little Emiſſary of the Ca- 
binet, a Coffee -houſe Spy, ps into general Sentiments. 
How roundly he came 0 27 had ſounded me. A Plot of 
a Play Thou art a pretty lictle Tool, a nd ee oY great 


politic Engine. 
Sec. to Ver. What a couple of arch Coxcombs are theſe : 


8. One ſets up for a Judge of Letters and polite Learning, from a 
ſuperficial Knowledge of ſome few Rules in Ari/rorle. 
Ver. And the other from ſucking the Marrow of NewiPa- 
rs, and digeſting em over his Pipe, has filbd his Head fo 
full of Smoak and Stratagem, he believes wumſolt a Mat- 
chiavel. 
Soc. 80 chat 5 pilang is ever full of Bitterneſs gainſt Poers. 
Ver. And Po e always angry with the Mint 1 25 


Phil, They ſeem'd to be heated with one another: Is it p poſ. 1 


fible to nurſe it up to a Quarrel? _ 

Dp. Sir, you let fall ſomething juſt now that was contrary 
to the 73 2g, the Decorum. I ſuppoſe you are ſet on by 
ſome paltry Scribler, who could not bear the Severity of my 
Cenſure upon that deform'd Huddle of Nonſenſe he calbd 
a'Pla 

[Poſh Sir, you miſtake your Office here, am not to be 
pumpid. What tho*'T do now and- then animadvert upon the 


Aﬀairs abrogd, why ſhould the/Scoretary ſet you uren ie 2 
i * 0 D 2 


g Dp. 
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Dyp. S Death, what can this Fellow mean? Mr. Veramant, 
what does this thing drive at? Here is ſomething—TI don't, I 
T ä 
Poſt. Send] your Meſſenger, Lam ready to be calPd before the 

Council. I will however aver there are ſome Miſcarriages, 

and that the War would have ended 3 Years ago, if I might 
have been heard. 5 185 8 0 
Vier. to Poſt. You obſerve upon him too cloſely, Truth is, 
= that fagacious Front of yours diſcovers too much Penetration 
to make a good Spy: For *tis no ſooner ſeen, but every Man 

= fets a Guard upon his Words and Actions. a | 

- Dyp: Hang him before the News of the next Battle. 

Poſt. Damn him before the firſt Night of the next new Play. 
f | | | * ä RES LExi: Poſt. 
Dyp. What is he gone? Tam glad on't, a Puppy. Mr. Ve- 
ramant, you have a Taſte of polite Learning: Pll tell you now; 
1 have deſign'd a ſmall Treatiſe, which I inſtitute the Net- 
ſtone. There I lay down the whole Epopea, go thro* the Epic, 
diſtinguiſh between the Epic and the Dramatic Action, ſettle 
- the Rules of a luxurious Fancy. L have corrected every Nod in 
Homer, explain'd all the beſt Criticks where they were 
1 Vir. Oh dreadful? % ͤ A RT 
1 Dyp. Nay, let the Witlings look about em. Ha, ha! Faith 
I am become formidable. Carl em Buskin no ſooner ſpy'd me 
juſt now, but he turn d round upon his Heel like a fine Woman 
from an ill Glaſs. ? | r 
Pyhil. That is, becauſe you treat the Gentleman as the Glaſs 
the Lady, very unhandſomely. = ns CL RE | 

Dp. Death, Sir, what can you mean by that? Did you de- 
ſign to affront me? 2 r 
Ver. Twas but a little harmleſs Quibble: Put it up, put 
it up. ö l Bag | 
1 Dy. He rhat won't draw his Sword in the Defence of good 

Senſe is the rankeſt of Cowards; that Fellow won't defend his 
Religion or his Country. I'd as ſoon converſe with a Pickpocket 
as a Punſter, tis a Reflection upon a Man's Morals as well as. his 
\ Reaſon: He is a Murderer of Words; and I think that Fellow 
that plays upon Syllables.: * Phil, 


nong | 4 


— ̃ͤ — 


Phil. Plays upon you 


Dyp. Sir you are young, and may be reclaim'd; don't let 
your pretty Wits run all to froth; like Bottled-ale in Sum- 


mer. Indeed Child they ripen too faſt—You don't imagine 


into what Raſcally Company this Humour will ſeduce you; 


Nong find your Vertue may be as much corrupted as your 
r | | 
Phil. My Senſes are ſounder than thy Brains, old Scotws. 
| Dyp. Pretty Boy, I don't wonder you don't conceive me. 
Sec. So wou'd. Philadel be big with Aſs. 


Dy. Coxcomb—Dance—But I tell thee Child; thou. doſt not 


- underſtand thy ſelf. 

Phil. My Leg does, Sir. 

Dyp. How fo my lovely Stupidity, | 
Phil. Why it ſtands under me, or underſtands me. 


Dyp. Oh abominable—by the Common. wealth of Letters 


you're. a Cluſter of Coxcombs. | 

Vier. That makes us hang together. apr 

Dyp. Death and Nonſenſe, Ile have the Law of you What 
wou'd you murther a Man thus inhumaaly. 

Sec. No, only raiſe. your Spirits a little. 

Ver. Show our ſelves your Cordial Friends, Dypthong. 

Dyp. Let me be gone — This=this is ſuch raſcally Treat- 
ment. Wy | 

Phil. Look ye my wiſe and welherd Autumn; J will wire- 


draw the Words of my own Mouth as I pleaſe ; and if I puniſh. 


you with PunS—— | Wt. 
| hs Death, this is intolerable; aye; this is a Deſign ; a 
Confede 


racy ; I have found it: Well Gentlemen, I ſhall handle 


you, Pll preface you, I'll publiſh you. [Exit. 
Vier. How this poor Wretch bewilders himſelf in the Maze of 


his own Pedantry.  _ 


See. The Appetite of his Judgment is ſodepray'd; it converts 


all his Food into Gaul. | | 
Ver. This Maggot was bred in Books, when warm'd by the 


Heat of Education into a Fl Nature directs him not to taſt, 


but infe&—and he is 2 Critic by InſtioR. 
| Phil, 
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Phil. I am, 77 5 he is not the politeſt Gentleman, it ſeems 
the Severity of hjs Judgment has committed a Rape upon his 


Manners , For he affects to appear very rude—and very rea- 
ſonable—— | | 


Enter Flyblow. 

Vier. How—now Fhblen— What News from the Enemies 

uarters — 

Fly. Ah, Sir, nothing enters i into that Citadel but the Gover- 
nor; and now and then a little freſh Proviſions. The old Put 
is peery—very peery—Bur, Sir, you ſhall have her, can't reſt 
till *ris done. 

Ver. Look ye, Fhblow——this will ſhow your Cpt: 
neyer doubted your Induſtry in Execution; but as to Straragem 
and Conduct, Flo. 

Fh. My Zeal nd my Conduct go hand in hand, and there's 
ne're 1 Pimp in Europe contrives a Cuckoldom more handſom- 
y — But theſe Walls are all blind, Sir not a Window not 
one ogle Hole— What can a Man do when he has no Light in- 
to the Affair If you wou'd but climb over the Ridges of two 
or three neighbourin g Houſes, I cou'd let you down in a Bal- 
ket at iy. ht thr rhe Lanthorn of the Doom. 
| 10 790 You ſhall ca a Meſſage that Way fret; 1 beat the Road 

Hblow. 

0. 1 underſtand you, Sir— this Thought 8 too groſs—Pl 
ſpin my Apprehenſion as fine as the Spider's Web; bur I'll ac- 
compliſh this Aﬀair—In —__ wy Fu ſhall have her, Sir, you 
ſhall have her _ a LOST I: | | 
Euer Carizales, and 255 him en the Shoulders. 8 

Car. Lou promiſe well —thete' s ſomething in earneſt Raſcal ? 

Fh. Why ſhowd you think I was in jeſ Oh dear Sir! 
I aid not know jt was your Worſhip——1 am infinitely oblig'd 
to you ; have you e for another Sttoke here, Sir— 


(CA. Carizz 


goes toward hum, br 1 behind him; rigs 


up bis Heels and * out. 


1941 


. 


or, "he Coffee-honſe Politirean. 23 
Ver. Ha, ha, Why, Sir, your Paſſion has brought this Incon- 
venience upon you. You Old Gentlemen are ſo Choleric. 
Car. Lou may grin; but your Plot won't take, d'ye hear. 
What were you fitting upon Cuckoldom, Gentlemen ;, Ay, ay, 
you were debating the ſolemn Affair; conſidering what Family 
was next to be ruin'd ; and this worthy Scab here was receiving 
Orders: Was it got? K:: — 
Phil. [Afide] As I live, my old Brother-in-law,! What then ? 
was all this Miſchief deſign'd againſt thee, Lucy? and by Vera- | 
mant too: But I'll put a Counter-wheel into your Machine: 
Ver. Sir, We were endeavouring a very charitable Office; Con- | 
triving an Heir for a rich old Curmudgeon : And preſerving the 
Name, and the Gold in tſie Family n 
Cariz. And I interrupted your Meditations Come, 
communicate which of your Sons was to inherit my Lord Dry- 
bon:'s Honour and Eſtate ? Which of your Children was to be 
Heir to his Grace But I'll promiſe you I'll ſpoil your 
Sport; I'll Hamſtring your Setting - doꝶ gg. 
Ver. That will only prevent his ſpringing the Game: He is 
too keen in the Field. | "i 
Car. Defend us! I think Integrity is no where to be found: 
And tho? no body ſuſpects either your Morals, or your Coaſti- 
tutions to be very ſound, yet, methinks, you ſhou'd bluſh; to 
meet here with the Induſtry of ſv many wakeful Politicians, to 
project Crimes you ought to be hang'd for by the Levitica/-Law. 
Ver. Pray, Sir, how came you to beſo far ingag'd in the De- 
fence of Husbands ? Doubtleſs your Antientihip has a young Lady. 
Sec. Ves; And ſhe has the fame Affection for him as a Priſo- 
ner for his Goaler, She is forc'd to be civil to him to make her 
Confinement eaſy, | ES OT NR I 
Car. No, Sir, rather like a Bird in a gilded Cage, which is as 
chearful as if it were in full Liberty, becauſe it has no Deſires a- 
broad, and every thing fit for Life at home, But be that as it 
will, if her Inclinations are not out of your Power, her Per- 
ſon is; and I'll keep that ſafe, let her Mind ſtray where it 
Will. n 5 [Ext Carizates. 
Phil. Will you enter me your Conkidant in this Amour ? 
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224 Die Generons Husband', 
Ver. Sir, the Favour is granted. I hope you know the Duty of 
aSecond, in Affairs of this kind? NS is 

_  *Ph4l. Oh, perfectly well. I have ſuch an itching to have the 
Wiſdom of this old Solon overthrown —— I will ere& one Bat- 
tery I am reſolv d: Bat what is this Prize Did you ever ſee 
the Lady ? ponies Bos oth. 6-0 

Vier. No. But ſhe is young, marry'd, and confin d. | 
- 'Pbil., Subſtantial Reaſons. Then you crack the Nut only for 


* 


the Hardneſs of the Shell | 
Ver. And to exerciſe my Teeth. But ſhall F own to thee, Phi- 


ladel; the real Buſineſs is, I have a fort of Family Quarrel there; 
I'lov'd this Lady's Siſter, Fictitia, who, I hear ſince, is gone 
from her Father's Houſe in diſcontent : I wou'd have marry'd 
her, but her Father refus'd me; tho? I went the Honourable Way 
to work, and ſpoke regularly'to him, before I chang'd a Word 
with my Miſtreſs. | 
- 'Phil. Lou deſerve it for going about a Buſineſs fo aukardly, 
What wou'd you have bargain'd-forher ——— But where is ſne 
now— [Aſide] Oh my trembling Heart. 
Ver. I know not: But I am taking my Revenge of the Fami- 
ly. I own that Girl had hold of my Heart! 43 
Phil. And fo becauſe you can't ruin the Family one way you 
endeavour it t'other. 88 . | 
Ver. Phithe, Secundine, how goes thy Affair on with her Si- 
ſter, the learned Virgin. ; 3 
Sec. I proteſt I tremble when ] viſit her, ſhe puts me ſo in mind 
of my Schoolmaſter. ä {I 
Ver. She has Money; and you mult ſtand a little Ear-bating 
before Marriage; tis your own fault if you don't gag her after- 
wards. Are you not in pain when you conlider your two pow- 
erful Rivals, Poſtſcript and Dypthong ? E | 
Sec. Poſtſcript is not a Blockhead her way, therefore he will 
not hurt me: But ſheis ſo fond of Dyprhong I muſt con- 
feſs I fear him. | | | 
Ver. Ay, they Tally to one another, and muſt go together. 
Sec. But I am amaz d, Veramant, when you tell me you never 
ſaw this Lad you're ſo buſy upon the Hunt after. 


Ver. 


WI. 


or, The Dif Jeu Bahn 25 


Ver. I don't hunt fo much for my Inclination to the Veniſon, 

as the Pleaſure of the Chaſe: A true Sports-Man will venture 
his Neek ten times a Day after a ſorry *uls, Not worth cating 
when ſhe is caught. 


Phil. That Expreſſion is not very 1 en C evaliy ; but you c 
A Libertine. 8 


ver. A Generous Mind Ales the 2 Reſtraint 
Variety and Liberty we want | 


— 0 


Thus when the Souls unmarry d from this, Clay, 

That drags her downwards with it's courſe Alla ; 
Swiftly ſhe wings the Æther unconſin d, 

Ana leaves the lagging — behind. 


— 15 The End of the 3 


4 % 4 * , a * 


SCENE opens, and diſcovers Florida in her Study. | Mathematical 
|  Inftragnents, Books, &c. on the Tables. 


ET us diſtinguiſh, ſays that admirable Philoſopher; 
Simplicius, between real Virtues, and their Contraries ; 
A— Exter Prim. . E: 
Prim. Madam, here's a— Whatdeecall'm whithout to 
ſpeak with you. | | | 
Hor. What can the Creature mean by her MWhatdeecallm 
Prithee don't inſult my Ears with thy ſavage Impropriety ; is it 
an Accident, or a Subſtance ? Exs Materia, or Ens Rationis ? 
Prim. I believe tis the Outlandiſh Man, who wou'd have 
waited on you this Morning, when you were Mathematically - 
inclin'd, and wou'd not be diſturb'd. | Ag 
Flor, Introduce him; *tis the Japaneſe Philoſopher; it wou'd 
be injurious to let him wait, who has travers d three Parts of the 


Flor. 


Globe to ſee me. Let me think How ſhall we converſe ? 
Euter Secundine as 4 Japaneſe Philoſopher. She riſes ; be ſa- 
| lutes her. . 


Flor. Vir Colendiſſime ſi tu illorum Eraditorum. 
Sec. Learned Madam, if you have not wholly r 


epudiated your 
vernacular Idiom, (Dy. Bentley] let me beg of you to deſcend to 
the Converſation of the Vulgar. I have,, with much Labour 
and Induſtry, conquer'd the rugged Idiom of the Britiſb Lan- 
guage; which, like their Ocean, tho” *tis rough to Strangers, 
-- "a with a little Pain, to a. ſweet Country and a fertil 


Flur. Our Language, Sir, let me ſpeak it without Vanity, is as 
nervous as our Arms, as poliſh'd as our Manners, as beautiful as 


our Perſons, and as fruitful as our Fields; indeed too Copious: 


The Learned ſay, we want a Standard. . 
Sec. If 'twere as beautiful as your Perſon *rwou'd be as uni- 
verſal as the Sun. The World, 
low the abſolute Monarchy of Exg/;fþ Beauty. 2 
Flor. A Court ier A very Courtier in the Habit of a Doctor. 
You turn my own Arms againſt me; and prove that our Elo- 


* F 


quence as well as our Bullion may be exported to India. But if I 


were concern'd in the Government, I wou'd adviſe to lay an 
Embargo upon ſuch Goods as you, and keep you here for the uſe 
of the Publick. | "8 

Sec. Your Commands alone are deſpotic. I cou'd take Root, 
ang. grow eternally to this Spot; ſo it were given me to hear 
the Muſick of that Tongue To gaze upon thoſe Eyes 
I thought my Heart ſteel d with Philoſophy againſt the Power of 
Beauty; and faw the ſhining Sex thro” half the Globe without 
the leaſt Emotion — But Learning, Wiſdom, Beauty, all 
the Vertues, and all the Graces join to conquer me. * 
Flor. You have erected a Battery of very pretty Syllables, 


Doctor: While you are commending my Perſon, you attack my 


Diſcretion ; like a Fellow that tickles your Ear and picks your 

Pocket: But credit me, Sir, [Angrihy] I think — 
the beſt is the Generation of the worlt : And when a Philoſopher 

degenerates into a Lover, the Brute takes Poſſeſſion of the Man, 


his Reaſon is a meer Ignis Fatuus, and the very Dape of his 


Senles. f . 
Sec. If you wou'd liſten to my Suit, moſt learned Fair One, 


we might joyn. our Studies, prove natural and experimental 


Truths, and labour together in the great Searchof Nature. 

Flor. Oh hideous! what a Cacophony is that: I wou'd as 
- ſoon marry one of thy Country Pagoas This Fellows 
Aſſurance ſhocks me An I I believe he's an 


 Ttriſhman. 


Sec, What Offence haye I committed, that you-arm all your 


Eloquence againſt me ? 
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Flor. Offence—— Do you ask what Offence Did you 
not mention Love? ys nl | | ate DIRT aa 
Sec. If Love be a Crime—— - Prager.” 
Flor. Ah! for Heaven's Sake no more. * "1 3 
Sec. Madam, Tl take my leave: I find you're diſcompos'd, 
and I muſt wait till a more auſpicious Hour preſents. [Exit Sec. 
Flor. Whata terrible Soleciſm in good Manners has this Fel- 
low committed Nunquam minus ſolus quam cum ſolus; excel- 
lent Scipio I admire that Thought. I wou'd fain retire in- 
to my ſelf and be Company alone, but this buſy World wont 
r Enter Prim. | 
Prim. Madam, Mr. Poſtſcript. | : 
Flor. Why did you not let in a Whirlwind ? TY: 
Prim. I cou'dnot ſtop him, Madam Here he comes, full 
| Tpeed, like a running Hawker, with a Gazette in his Mourh. 
Flor, Now muſt I have my Ears cudgel'd into an Account of 
the buſy World This odious World, and all its buſy Idle- 
neſs. Enter Poſtſcript} This Thing is a walking News-pa- 
per: His Head is the very Emblem of the dirty Houſes he fe. 
guents, full of foul Pipes, News, and Coffee Foh, me- 
ee I ſmell him hither; he ſtinks. of Tobacco like an old 
. Cet. 5 : 8 - r | . 
. Poſe. Ha, ha; Your Ladyſhip. is pleaſant : Thank Heaven, 
Madam, we have taken the Counterſcarp. 85 


5 * 
* - 
. — 1 


Flor. Muſt you always be diſcharg'd, Mr. Poſtſcript, like the 
Great -Guns, for good News — Ah! did you know the Uſe 
of Time— £ | | 
Poft. They proceeded by Sap ; Five Hundred Grenadeers, 
with Gabeons and Faſcines to fill the Ditch ; ſupported by 
Let me ſfee—— I'Il only read you this Paragraph [Pulls out 
4 News-Paper] Gad, Madam, ttis as pithy, and as much to the 
Purpoſe as the fineſt Sentence in Cicero, . . p 
Flor. Cicero; illiterate Oaff; compare the Jargon of a ſcoun- 
drel News-Paper to Cicero, Quamquam abutere patientia noſtra 
Away with thee and thy ſacriſegious Compariſons : A well 
turn'd Period gives me more Pleaſure than the News of a Victory; 
and I wiſh all the Canon in Europe were in the Sea, they diſturb 


| the Commoawealth of Letters. = 
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Peſt. Ah, dear Madam—But how wou'd you reduce the ex- 
orbitant Power of the French King ; if we could talk him out of 


the Weſt- Indies, 3 | 

Flor. You ought to be General of our Forces ; thy Tongueis 

really very powerful. | 

Poſt. You do me too much Honour; and let me tell your La- 

dyſhip, there's no body who has a profounder Reſpe& for your 
Lady ſhip: And if I might mention Love! x̊ ＋ N 

Flor. Heh ——Love-— 

. Poſt. I fay I wou'd offer your Ladyſhip a Guaranty for the Se- 
curity of my Perſon ; and as a Barrier to our Inclination's Ma- 
trimon 7. ' | 1 

Hlor. Matrimony— 4h — (I= 4 Fright) Have Mercy! Sir. 

Dear Sir, have Mercy! You ſee your Impertinence has already 
reduc'd me to Interjections; and if I die under your Tongue 
I believe I am not the firſt Sacrifice of that kind. | 

Poſt. [aſide] God, this Woman is very provoking, ſhe can 
bear no noiſe but her own, I fear I ſhall never carry this Town; 
however, IL'Il fire t'other round To you, Madam, I muſt 

diſcover the Mines of my Soul. ot | | 

Flor. Thy Barbariſms have ſplit my Head, 

. Poſt. Thy Eyes have pierc'd my Heart; yes, Madam, wound 
ed me to Death; here I lie down before you; I deſire you wou'd? 
do your worlt, marry me; while you, like a cautious General, 
are intrench'd over Head and Ears. in Philoſophy——Ah, Ma- 
dam, if you wou'd. but once lay aſide theſe grave things, . call'd; 
Books, afid liſten to the Affairs of the World Our Generals, 

dam, uſe Conduct as well as Force; and if you don't ſur- 
ender the next Summons, I'II take you by Storm. 
[All this while Florida walks about very une a).] 
Flor, Prim If ever this Fellow has Admittance again—, 


* 


But I am angry; if I were not, I ſhou'd reprove thee ſeverely for 
this Indiſcretion. Oh Ariſtotle! What Brutes are we. without 
Knowledge; how little do we differ from the very Elements we. 
are compos'd of? [Enter Dypthong.] Ah, Mr. Dypt hong, youi 
are welcome to give a Cordial to a dying Wretch. 
Dyp. Sage Lady, what has broke in upon the Oeconomy of 
your Health, wg 


Hor. . 
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30  TheGenerow Hiwbaud;, _ 
Hor. Expiring under the invincible Loquacity of Poſtſcripe. 
Dp. He is indeed a very garrulous Blockhead. - OY 
Flor. Harmonious Mr. Oypthong, till you enter'd, I was go- 

ing to affirm Deafneſs was the greateſt Bleſſing Heaven cou'd 

beſtow on Earth. » 3 
Dyp. Ah, Madam, a talking Ideot is worſe Company 

than a 5355535 Fo | e 

Hor. A Powder-Mill. | 
Dyp. Or a a— 

Flor. A bad Fiddle. 

Dyp. Or a repeating Poet. Pits 
, 72 Or an eld Midwife. f 3 

Dy. Well I do approve a juſt Simile, but I can go no lower. 
Iflew, Madam, to you, to this Oracle of Reaſon, from the 
Got hic Perſecution, of a fort of Auimalcula, call'd Punſters; now 
playing with Syllables, is at odious to me as Mimicry in Geſture; 
nay, I cou'd as ſoon be pleas'd with a Fellow that plumes himſelf, 
and is proud; he can turn a Man's Face-into. a Monkey's; as 
with a Wretch that vaunts, he has the Maſterſhip over a few in- 
nocent Words, and can betray *em into any Meaning he pleaſes, 
Hor. Poor Mr. Dypthong, why don't you write Satyr, exe-- 
cute two or three of em with your Iambics, by way of Exam- 
l conceive, the reſt of the Rebels to Reaſon, wou'd 
ſoon lay down their Arms. h 5 
Dyp. Death! Madam, wou'd you oblige me to appear in 
publick among ſuch a Raſcally Crew of Scriblers, 3 
Flor. A noble Man may be at the Head of a Regitnent of 
Foot Soldiers, and the Man of Quality is more diftinguiſhabk, - 
by the common Croud that follows him. = 

Dyp. Shou'd I be the General of ſuch an infamous Rout ; but 

that is not all, I muſt lie Cheek by Joul perhaps, for a whole 
Month together, by Tom: Scroby, that Scab of the Muſes— Tho? 
1 — Snivel's Head rother Day, for laying my Heroic Poem 
next his. 8 85 LR | —— 

Hor. Methinks, Scroby wou'd be a Foil to you, Mr. Dypt hong. 

Poor Tom, he has for theſe ſeven Years, ſince he has beena Dab- 
ler in Parnaſſus ; taken up his Wit, his Scandal, and his Repu- 
tation upon Truſt, © $M: ** 
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 Dyp. Nay you wrong him: His Wit he has by Inheritance; 
his Reputation no body lays claim to; and his Head has paid 0 
the full Debt of his Scandal often and oſten. VE 
Hor. Severe, Mr. Dypt hong. But you your ſelf write Verſes, . 
and charm all Mankind ; tho *tis difficult to make you touch 
your Lyre, : 
 Dyp. Your Ladyſhip too has drank deeply of Helicon : I ſaw 
once an immortal Sonnet of yours in praiſe of Cato: There are 
Charms in your Verſe that nothing can exceed but thoſe of 
your Perſon. g | 
Hor. Venus and all the Graces live in yours. | 

Dyp. You are Miſtreſs both of the Ethos and the Pathos. 

Flor. Your Paſtorals are beyond thoſe of Theocriras or Virgil. 

Dy. How noble, how eaſy an Air is there in your Odes! 
Horace wou'd not bluſh to own *em. 

Flor. Your Numbers are ſweeter and ſofter than Anacreon 8. 

Dy. Your Songs are admirable. —— 

Flor, Nothing ſo fall of Spirit as your Epigrams, 

Dyp. Now your Ladyſhip mentions an Epigram, I have ſome- 
thing of that kind to beg your Judgment of: Tis an Epigram 
and a Song blegded together; the Soſtneſs of the Lyric with the: 
Salt of the Epigrammatic. ST | 

Hor. Produce it, produce it: I burn to ſee it. _ 

Dyp. Alas! Madam, tis an Infant juſt come into the World, 
5 80 U as it is, it lays it ſelf at your Lady ſhip's Feet for 

rotectigg. wm | | 

Ele. upon it, Mr. Dyp:hong, it ſhall be dear to me 
for its vans abe 8 . „ 3 
y «Your Approbation, Lady, gives birth to it; therefore 
you are properly its Mother. = : 
LPalls out 4 Paper, aud reads the following Verſes.) 
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The Generous Huzband OE = 


To UrAanis „„ 
Upon Sleep. 


Ah 1 thou ſweet Diſturber of my Re 
Gentle Tormentor of my Breaſt, 


F hence, and let the fair Urania be 
A Slave to thee. 


Make her _ cretion deze, that ſbe 3 may he 
No Faults in me. 


"For Ah modeſt, charming! What a Turn is there! 
Ah Sleep, thou ſweet Di rarber of my Reſt. 
Thai. that is inimitable——Go' oa, dear Sir, go on. 
— 
Or her Fes na chics the Ni ght away, 
Aud bring the Day, = 


Let hey Honor ftill fleep on, 
T thoſe Stars outſhine the San. 


\ Hor. Very fine indeed: Qu 4 le Tour Galant. 
. Dyp. Struck at a Heat, ſtruck at a Heat. uy 
| | | Hor. L have but one Objection: Why ſhou Ny Honour 
of fleep ? I hope you have no ill Deſign upon your Miſtreſs. . 
8 Dyp. None upon Earth, Madam; none at, all: But who 
1 wou'd loſe a good Thought ? 
Hor. Your Muſick has quieted my Spirits fm the Ruffle of 


* : "a. — * — 


p Mr. Poſt ſeript : But pray let me ask, What Ry may you 
14 moſt favour? i 
| Dyp. I muſt own my ſelf a Peripatetick. 
0" Hor. I formerly inclin'd to favour the Epicurean School; now 
i I declare for the Platonic. 
* * A Platoziſt ! T muſt endeavour to eradic his Opi- 
* : am ſor a Junction of Bodies as well as Min * 
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mony, Lady, Matrimony !——This I find has delay'd the Per- 
formance of our Contract. When, Madam, when ſhall be the 
happy Hour? 5 
Hor. Mention it not till the Moment before you ſeize my 
Hand and bear me to the Altar. What think you of the World 
in the Moon? I do aver J have ſeen ſome of thoſe Inhabitants 
in a clear Night by the help of Glaſſes. 
Dyp. I cannot be poſitive as to the Men; but I have ſeen 
the Steeples as plain as I ſee you. 
. Flor, Well, I will take you to my Scrutore, and, ſhew you 
ſome Manuſcript Obſervations upon the Carteſian Syſtem. You 
ſhou'd be the Confident of my Mind, and know the inmoſt Re- 
ceſſes of my Soul before you pretend to take poſſeſſion of my 
Body. . | [Exeun!, 
Doris follow'd by Fly-blow. Doris mA. 
Fly. Pt, s't, Fair Lady, one Word. 
Doris. Pretty Fellow, I have neither a Minute nor a Word 
to ſpare. : 
Fly. So good a Houſwite of your Time and your Tongue? 
Dor. "Thrifty only: The Old Gentleman with his Scythe is 
hard at my back, and I am making the belt of my way for a 
Husband. 7 
Fly, Here he is, turn back and take him, 
Dor. Vd make a better of a Maukin. What ſhou'd I do 
with thee, ſtick thee up in a Garden to ſcare Crows, 
Fly. Unmask, and VII tell you my Mind; but faith I am apt 
to think you're too handſome to be honeſt, 
Dor. You're ugly enough to be chaſt. 
Fly. I muſt own you're well ſhaped. 
Der. Groſs only, like your Manners. 
Fly. You are tart, my little Gypley. 
Dor. Shall I tell you your Fortune ? 
Fly, Here's my Fiſt. £2 
Dor. You'll die ſuddenly on a Wedneſday or a Friday. 
Fly. You talk pertly. | | 
Dor. You look impudently. 
Fly. Go, you ſcower'd Tailita, 
Dor. Troop, Shoe Rubber. 


. 
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F). Heark'e, do you know me? FF 
Dor. By the Superſcription of your Livery, you ſhou'd be 
Agent to Mr. Veramant. LY | OUT r 
Fh. By the Drynefs of your Fift you ſhou'd be a clear Star- 
cher, Nay, I mult and will fee thy Face. Doris 81 
1 85 [Pulls off her Mask. 
Dor. You have taken abundance of Liberty with your moſt 
humble Servant, 35th | WT 
h. A Briſtol Stone ina Velvet Caſe. You bear a falſe Wa- 
ter, Child; and are not to be ſeen by this Light. 
Dor. Your Tongue, I muſt tell you, Sir, is Gentleman Uſher 
to pour Will, and always marches before it, 7 
Fh. Juſt ſo have thy Charms taken leave of thy Perſon, 
and left thy Inclinations limping behind. But, dear Doris, let 
us leave this Wit Skirmiſh, give over firing theſe Tongue Bul- 
lets, and talk of Buſinef—— Where's your Miſtreſs ? 
Dor. In her Priſon. 4 FE +: 
Ih. Where's her Keeper? 
Dor. With his Charge. | 5 ""\, 
Fly. My Maſter, Madam, has order*d me the moſt obſequious 
of his Creatures, to give Safe conduct to theſe Worthy Orators to 
your Hands, [Gives her ſome Gaineas] and humbly hopes you will 
pleaſe ſo far to favour what theſe Gentlemen in Yellow {hall 
deliver in his behalf; to lend him your Aſſiſtance and Advice, 
either as to breaking Priſon, making falſe Keys, giving Cerberus 
a Sop, mixing Opiates, &c.- in order to deliver our Captive, as 
to you in your great Diſcretion {hall ſeem moſt meet. 
Dor. So tis out — hate a Pimp with a Bill in Chancery in 
his Mouth. - 
Hy. Pimp, Madam. Pray don't ſpeak diſreſpectfully of my 
Calling; pray what is a Pimp? 
Dor, A Dog in a Wheel, that roaſts Meat for his Maſter, 
Fly. And very often has the firſt Slice for his Labour. 
Dor. But tell me, Fhblow, does your Maſter love my Miltreſs ? 
_  Fh, Have you any Affection for thoſe pretty Fellows? [Poirt- 
O ing to the Guine as. 
Dor. Yet why ſhou'd I ruin my poor Lady now? How 
many weighty Reaſons may be offer d? 5 
8 - 
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Ey. Let me tell em. ( Taking the Parſe.) Here are 20 weighty - 
Reaſons, and you ſhall have 45 more when the Buſineſs is per- 


fected. W | 

Dor. How can we contrive it? When he goes out we are 
both double lock'd and padlock'd within Doors: At Night the 
Keys are all ſafe lodg'd under his Pillow. Then he ſtarts at the 
whiſtling of the Wind: His Jealouſy is never ſhut, tho? his 
Eyes are. 7 | | 

Fly. Look'e ; beat your dull Brains no longer, I have con- 
triv'd the Means, and wanted only an Opportunity to give it to 
you to execute. Take this Viol, and perſwade your Miſtreſs 


when he ſleeps to night to rub gently his Noſtrils and his Tem- ; 


ples with the Oil it contains ; it will lock up his Senſes as faſt as 
his Doors for 24 Hours, and do him- no further Harm. Then 
let her take that Opportunity, and ſteal his Keys. We, that is, 
my Mafter and I, will wait till the Moment comes, and deliver 
you both from your Egyptian Thraldom. 

Dor. How weak is Woman! 

Th. How ſtrong is Gold! 

Dor. Well, if I do prove a Traitreſs. 
Uh. You have the two beſt Excuſes for it that ever were 
pretended, ; 

Dor, What are they ? 

Eh. Liberty and Property. 

Dor. But my Maſter feeds me and clothes me. : 

Fly. And becauſe he crams you, you are willing to be coop'd 
up. Pretty Chicken! | A | 

Dor, Heark'e, F/yblow, are you marry'd ? 

Fly. Are you a Maid? 

Dor. What, d'ye mean to affront me? 
wear no body's Livery but my Maſter's, Madam. 

Dor. But it the Condition of this Obligation were ſuch, that 
unleſs you Fhblom take me rin 2 

Fly. Ah that cannot be done. Well, if you won't capitulate, 
but upon honourable Articles Poor Fool ! what art afraid of 
being ſtarv'd when thou art let out of thy Cage? Wout thou 
needs hop into anocher ? heſides, I ſhould prove but a damnable 


Husband, Child. F 2 Dor. 


3 9 
9 12 
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- Fiy. What have I that looks like a Husband about me? I | 
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; Dor. I am, ſatisfy*d, Sir; tho? you might have ſpar'd a Vir- 
gin's Bluſhes. Well I will venture. Fowl be at your Poſt. 
Ny. Did I ever negle& my Buſineſs ? | 
Dor. 1 muſt own I am almoſt inclinable to ſuſpect the Force 


of your Medicine. For, 
Mhat Opiate can of Strength enough be made 
To lull a jealous Husband's buſy Head? 
He, like the Miſer, keeps the ſtricteſt Hold, 
And tho" he cannot uſe, he guards his Gold. 


The End of the Third Act. 
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40 1 IV. 
8 C EN E, Carizales s Houſe. 


Lucia. Doris. 
Y Keeper grows every Moment more and more 
difagreeable ; and all the fine Speeches he makes 
to me, all the pretty things he ſays, agree with my Stomach 


like {weeten'd Phyſick. 

Dor. Na, if bs has no hold of your Vanity. 
Lucia. I hate him ſo heartily, Doris, I can't bear even Flat- 
tery from him. 

Dor. And that is the laſt Proof a Woman can give of her 
Averſion. 

Lcia. When he touches my Lips, methinks he nips me like 
_ 4 froſty Morning. 

Dor. What has that old Dad of yours to anſwer for, that ſold 
you to him ?—But no more of that: : The Buſineſs I take it is 
now in what manner we may elo 

Lucia. Help me but out; and I return — | 

Dor. I'll call your Mother's youngeſt Daughter Ieor. What 
does the Puppy think to 1 you here hike a Piece of Wax · work 


Lucia. 
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in a Glaſs-caſe, to peep at you thro? a Pair of Spectacles. ; 
Lucia. Yes, and now and then to ſhine upon me with a Smile, 
like a watry Sun in Winter, 2 | {$4 
Dor. Can he imagine you're to be condemn'd to the Muſical © - 
Drone of his Noſe for 8 Hours of the 24, during your whole 
Life—He1s an impudent Fellow Do you ſee this Bottle 
This Bottle gives you Liberty— | 

Lacis. Horrid—wou'd you have me poiſon him. 

— Dor. No, no- this is a Preſent from Hyblow— Fhblow, that 
Enemy to Tirants; that Patriot of our Liberties. 
Lucia. Spare your Flouriſhes, Doris, that we may come at 
the Matter. i . | 

Dor. Why then, Madam, you are to anoint your Husband's 
Temples and Noſtrils with this in his firſt Sleep, which will be. 
about ten this Evening: Then you are to ſteal the Keys from 
under his Pillow, unlock the Doors, let in your Deliverer, plun.. 
der the Caſtle, and leave the Governor aſleep. 

Lacia. Short, and to the Purpoſe : Prithee what Effect will 
this Ointment have? | 

Dor. Only make him ſleep a few Hours, without a Poſſibility 
of waking: Imbalm him a little while he lives, it may keep 
him ſweet. | 

Lucia. Happy Doris-—Well, I'll have thine and Fhblow's 
Statue rais'd in Braſs ; the Monſter Jealouſy under thy Feet ; 
Liberty in thy right Hand, and / 

Dor. Ceaſe your fine Speeching—behold your Husband 

| Enter Carizales. 

Car. My Dear, what are you two entertaining one another: 
with! _ PH 

Dor. We were talking on the Bleſſings of Matrimony. 

Lucia. And Priſons, 

Car. Nay Chicken; why that unpleaſing Word: Thou art 
to me Liberty, Health, every thing; and can you think your 
ſelf. in Priſon in my Houſe ; prithee take it from me, who have 
ſeen the World, and know it is full of nothing; but Corrupti- 
on, Villany, Pride and Hypocriſy; and Beauty is ſo tender a 


Flower, 'tis to be blaſted by every Breath of Air; 'tis for your 
fake alone, I dare not truſt you in it. | | 


Læcia. 
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©  Lacia, You may perhaps have had your Converſation with 
the worſt part of it; is ita Reaſon I ſhou'd not eat, becauſe you 
are ſurfeited? „ 8 Led” 
Car. You have, my Dear, all the World within your ſelf; look 
but in the Glaſs, and it reflects to you the fineſt Creature your 
Eyes can behold ; but abroad you muſt meet with Ladies as gay 
as young; and to ſome Eyes more beautiful than your ſelf; that 
muſt beget Envy, which will perpetually grieve and torment 
ou; and Envy is always the Mother of Detraction, which is a 
Sin fo black; I wou'd by no means conſent to have your white 


Virtue ſully'd with it. Y 
Lucia. If you had a Servant, you cou'd not truſt you wou'd 
turn her out of your Doors. I have leſs Credit with you than 
Daris. p e 
Car. Doris is old, Chicken, and carries her Paſport in her 
A «Mk . 
Dor. Good lack, not ſo old neither; but if my Vertue now 
and then did not guard the Breach of my Honour. 

Car. Prithee Chicken let me have no more Complaints of this 
kind; you ſhall have every thing of me, my Dear; but leave 
to do your ſelf an evil-I am too nearly related to you, to ſuffer 
you to hurt your ſelf: You ſee I leave the whole World for you; 
and I know not by faint Relations or Books, but by Experience, 
the ſacred Miſtreſs of Truth; that one Friend, one good Friend, 
ſuch as Iam bound to be to thee, both by Inclination and Du» 
ty, is doubly worth all the gay Deluſions, your Eyes or Paſſions 
might tempt you to abuſe. ; 25 3 

Lucia. But I have heard, Husband, that Vertue has not half 
her Brightneſs when ſhe is not exercis'd: The Diamond is po- 
liſh'd by the File. Shou'd I not be dearer to you, if you found 
me capable of denying my ſelf the Temptations of the World: 
It wou'd prove my Affection as well as my Vertue. 

Car. (aſide.) How ſhe torments me with her Reaſons 
Why ſhou'd I thruſt my Hand into a Fire, that I know muſt 

burn me; you are now all lovely, white and unſpotted ; and 
muſt I needs try whether you will take a Stain, Tees pn; 

Lucia. Alas! Iam yours, and you mult do what you will 
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into the Parlour '; Ul] follow you, and give you your Revenge 
adTiquetty-* . - 3 
Car. ¶ Alone] It ſhakes my Soul, to find I cannot conquer this 
Woman's Inclinations Let me heap upon her all the Obli- 
gations imaginable, they ſeem to her only a more ungrateful 
Load She till pines after her Liberty l find ſhe re- 
gards me only as her Purchaſer; and hates to think I have the 
ſame Title to her as to my Houſe However I will endeavour 
to get Poſſeſſion of her Mind —— Methinks ſhe is but half my 
own while her Deſires ſtray from me Let, hold—— If I 
think longer I (hall be jealous even of her Wiſhes, and find out a 
new Wreck for a ſuſpicious Husband. (Exit. 


SCENE changes. Euter Veramant and Philadel. 


Vier. tell thee, Fictitia is the Idol of my Soul, and I ſtill con- 
tinue her conſtant, zealous Worſhiper; this dear Remembrancer 


[ holding 4 Letter] has renew'd the Flames: She Loves ! ſhe has 


confeſs'd it here, and chid my unkind Neglect: Dear Philadel, 


join with me in my Joy. 


- 


Phit. Sir, If your Rapture wou'd give leave I wou'd edge in a 
Word: Who is it that hath charm'd you thus? not Ficłitia? 


[ tell thee, tis the ſame ; that kind, 


Ver. Not Fictitia 


dear, lovely Maid ; nor is it in the Power of liberal Fate to bleſs 


me more; hitherto have only fed my Eyes, but now 
Phil. Perhaps, Sir, you may carry this Jeſt too far. 
Ver. Jeſt, Sir | | 
Phil. Ay, Sir— You can't be ignorant of my Pretenſions 
there; and therefore I take this Liberty: But I muſt tell you, 
tis not decent, even in Raillery, to ule a Lady's Name thus; 
and with affected Vanity to boaſt of Favours. 
Ver. Hey day What's to be done now 


| little Ganpmede, are you angry Your Miſtreſs 
ſhou'd as ſoon be jealous of a Picture Thou Dwarf —— 


'Fhou Wren 


cou'd Fictitia deſcend ſo low to like thee, I wou'd reſign my Right 
in her to thee with Indignation. Phil. 


WS. 


_ CO - 


C. Clear up, my Dear, this is only a Fit of the Spleen; go 


Exeunt Lucia and Doris. 


Why my 
I . 


Doſt thou pretend to Rival me Pri- 
thee my little Cock-ſparrow don't {well ſo: Upon my Honour, 
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40 The Generous Flugband ; 

Phil. You wou'd ? And if I prove ſhe loves me; loves me as 
ſhe does her ſelf ; eats with me, drinks with me, lyes with 
me | "#1 . — : p | | ö 
Ver. Have a care, thou raſh young Fool; for tho? I know all 
this is falſe, and that thou art a very young and practis'd Lyar, 
thou wou't provoke me. | ER . 

"Phil. She is never eaſy without me; our Thoughts, our 
Words, and our Actions, are as near as poſſibly the ſame; ſuch 
a Sympathy is there in our Natures, fo intirely do we love 
Lou ſay, if I prove all this you will reſign her? 

Ver. Thou trifling, tormenting Thing, Ttell thee, yes. 
_ - Phil. Well, then In the firſt Place, I have a Piece of Pa- 
per to ſhow, as well as you [ believe this ſpeaks her 
Mind in ſome meaſure. [Ver. ſnatching it] Nay, Sir, don't be 
out of Humour, .o! my Word I have Twenty more of the 
ſame fort, _ 2 | | 


Ver, [Reaas] I complain not of your neglecting to write the laſt Op- 
"  portunity; tho I might well require ſome other Pledge 
for my Reputation and Honour, than the Word only of 
Philadel, and bind him faſt in Matrimonial Chains; 
if I believ'd any thing mond oblige him more firmly 
to me, than that mutual Aﬀettion, which is repaid, 
by hie- Fictitia. 


Phil. Very well, Sir, how do you like the Style? 

Ver. * Tis very like her Hand —— My jealous Blood has al- 
moſt froze me into Marble Come, Sir, the Counterfeit 
mult not paſs thus: I muſt chaſtife thee, both for thy Ambiti- 
on in caring to love my Miſtreſs, and thy Folly in boaſting of it: 
— ra RES | Y 

Phil. Hold, Don Orlando Be not fo warm — You ſce 
I am cooler than I was 
a Fellow that carrys his Concluſions in his Scabbard, | 

Ver. Thou art a pretty little prating Coxcomb : Bot come, 


Sir, letting out a little Blood may mend your Complexion 


What won't you Fight for your Miltreſs ? 


bil. 
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What I hate to argue with 


4 - 


| Phil. Poſitively, No. | 
Ver. Thou Milk-ſop. LED | 


Phil. Look ye, Sir, I grant you 'tis your Buſineſs to Fight for 


her; but I being in Poſſeſſion of her, wou'd you have me difpute 
my own Title? APR e 

Ver. Tho you are not oblig'd to diſpute it, you are to defend it. 
Phil. Shall I own then; ILcan't, at preſent, find the leaſt In- 
clination in my ſelf, to try the Length + Sat Arm, or the Swift- 
neſs of your Wriſt But, as you are a Gentleman, I refer it 
to your Reaſon ; if I prove every thing I have alledg'd of Fi##- 
tia, which I ingage my {elf to perform ia leſs than 12 Hours, you 
mult own the Lady is not wrong'd ; and I hope you think more 
juſtly, than to puniſh me becaule I am happier than you: Nor 
ought you to think me a Coward, becaule I reliſh Health, and 
am in Poſſeſſion of the Fair; when you have loſt your Miſtreſs, 
and are weary of your Lite. 
Ver. Thy Tongue has ſav'd thy Carcaſs What a Jilt 
is this, to hold a Correſpondence with two at once Your 
Letter bears the very Date of mine. er 

Phil. Yes, ſhe loves to amuſe her ſelf with Affairs of this 
kind. What ſhou'd a fine Lady do without an Equipage of Lo- 
vers? A private Beauty may be contented with one Servant for 
Convenience only; but a Toaſt a reigning Toaſt—— muſt 
dart her killing Eyes, like Lightning, roun}—— Have a thouſand 
Lovers waiting; while ſhe crowds thro” a Lane of curling bows 
ing Slaves- to her Chariot. 


Enter Fly blow. 


Ver. It you do prove her falſe, as I expect you ſhall, you may 
diſmiſs your Fears, for neither of you are worth my Reſentment: 
And yet, methunk: cannot be, theſe Jealous Pangs confirm how 


much love her. ; 
Fly. Sir, the Buſineſs is done——— At Ten this Evening at 


the Fore-gate. 8 f 
Ver. I wou'd have my Miſtreſſes Heart, like pure Medalic Gold, 


receive but one Impreſſion 
her, like Common Coin, e all Hand —— * 


f 


or, the Coffee-houſe Politician, 1 
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42 _ The Generous Fluibaud; 
Fly. At Ten, Sir, the Lady will be ready, and the Wittol 
alleep. - - | Ws e 
I Vs And is Fictitia tainted with this Vice of Faſhion ? 
. Fly, What does he dream with his Eyes broad open—— PII 
wake him Sir | | | 
Ver. Damn your Impertinence; let the Cuckold ſleep till 
Doomſday, and his Wife with him; I'll have nothing to do with 
thee, the Devil, or Woman any more. | 
Hy. Whereabouts blows the Wind now 
are you deſerting all your Friends at once? IO 
Ver. Deſerted; Iam left, Fhblow; fot ſaken by the faireſt of 
her Sex; but ſhe is the falſeſt. 
Fly. She happen'd to be a little before-hand with you, that's 
all; Sir, you'll be even with ſomebody for this, I warrant : But 
dear Sir, let me beg of you to be ſo kind only to mind the Af. 
fair before you She is lovely, little, young, pouting, 
Pretty Fg 
12 Yes, I'll be reveng'd of her in the Perſon of her Siſte 
Attend, Fhblow, I'll be there exactly at the time Farewel, 
Sir, you'll remember your Promiſe, [Exih Ver. and Fly. 
Phil. Ah! Man, Man, what wretched Stuff att thou made of? 
Tho! he believes me a Coxcomb and a Fop, yet is he Fool enough 
to ſwallow all the Lyes I can invent of his Miſtrelſs———- The 
Fellow pleas'd me tho* wonderfully, to fee him flounce in my 
Net: He is caught, if I can but hold him. How barbarouſly 
wou'd he revenge my ſeeming Falſhood upon my Siſter : But 


I ſhall prevent him there, and try her Conſtitution my ſelf. 


What a pox, 


(Exit Fictitia. 


SCENE Tortfil's Hoyſe. Enter Secundine and Tortfi. 


Fort. I wou'd do any thing, Mr. Secundigy, 
Marriage with that poſitive Pedant, Dypthong. 
Sec. He is, as thoſe Blocklieads are always, in the Imperative 
Mood. | | g 5 5 

Tort. Oons, Sir, I ſhou'd have a Grandſon come into the World 
with a Ferula in one Hand, and a Feſcue in t'other. 


to prevent her 


"ah 


Sec. If you'll give me your Conſent, Sir, when I get hers, I'll 
endeavour to break this Match between her and Dypthong. 


Tort. With all my Heart; and her Uncle's Legacy, which is 


6000 J. to air your Sheets the firſt Night: I'll fling in a Grain 
or two of Gold too Boy. To tell you true, I think I ought to 
marry her to Tomebody that can neither Read, nor Write, to 
rectify the next Generation, and bi ing our Children into a mid- 
dle way of Thinking, a 
Sec. A She Underſtanding ſhou'd always be paſſive: Lear- 
ning may give a Woman more Sail, but if ſhe wants Ballaſt— 

Tort. Up flies her Keel——— But they are coming ; retire ; 
TIl talk with her firſt, ern 


Enter Dypthong and Florida. | 
Florida, follow'd by a Scrivener, with a Parchment in her Hand. 


Flor. Mr. Grub, is it not poſſible for you to change the Savage 


Style of theſe Articles, and cloath 'em a little more genteely. 
Prithee put em into a better Language; I wou'd not read em 
over for my Fortune. 
Grub. Madam, *tis drawn according to Law, nor can one Sil- 
lable be alter d. | 
Flor. To be Polite, then it ſeems, is Illegal—— But prithee 
let me beg thee, in the behalf of Learning, change the Pounds 
and Pence, only for Seſterces and Talents; and let the Dates be 


by Calends and Ides, in the Roman Style. 
Grab. I cannot do it, Madam, I ſhou'd be a Teſt to all the 


World. | 
Flor. How vainly we endeavour to ſtem the barbarous Tide of 


Cuſfſtom. ä - 
Dyp. This Fellow lives by Tautology—— He feeds upon ſu- 
perfluous Words—— And when the impertinent Jargon contra- 
dicts it ſelf, he picks up an Eſtate by defending his own Nonſence. 
Flor. What a hideous Garret ful! of Lumber muſt ſuch a Fel- 
lows Head be ! | S., 
* Tort. If I may not be thought impertinent, Daughter, pray 
what may be the Purport of thoſe Articles? | 


G 2 Flor. 
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Ry - The Generous Flusband ; 
Hor. Since you have ſo often, and fo earneſtly, preſs'd me to 
marry, and offer'd me my own Choice, I deſign'd they ſhou'd 
provide a Settlement for me, if I ſurviv'd Mr. Dypthong, my in- 
tended Husband. Ret ou ry OS (nb 
Tort, Mr. Dypthonz wou'd make as proper a Father-in-law as a 
Husband. „ 525 
Flor. He is younger than my Brother Carizales, and I am older 
than my Siiter Lucia. | 5 * 
Tort. Well, well; but I don't think it proper you ſhou'd mar- 
ry a Schollar; he is too learned for you, believe me. 
Dyp. You rail at Knowledge, as a Diſſenter does at Plurality, 
becauſe tis Von- reſident with yous | 1 5 


Tort, What does he mean, a pragmatical Puppy. [ Aſcde] 
Enter Secundine, | 


Daughter, this Gentleman has ask'd you of me for his Wife ; and 
if the Buſineſs is not too far gone with Mr. Dypthong, I wou'd 
_ willingly have you joyn your Inclinations with mine. | 
Sec. And I wou'd receive em as the choiceſt Gifts of Heaven: 
Hir. Sir, I am firmly ingag'd here, and as you are a Gentle- 
man, I hope you won't urge the Advantage you have by the 
Conſent of my Father. W 

Tort. Look ye, if he does not prove to you, by your own Rea- 
ſon, by Strength of Argument, that he has double the Merit of 


that Pedagogue, you ſhall marry him. 
Flor. Agreed. When Reafon's to be Umpire F always joyn 


Iſſue. 
_ >. Dyp. Reaſon with a Punſter A Quibble breeder— 
Death, Madam, what can you mean 585 
Sec. That Gentleman's profound Learning, Madam, may 
now and then meet, and give Oppolitions, which wou'd not 
perhaps be always ſo harmonious in Converſation, | 

Dy. Mr. Secundine, conſider whether your Shoulders are equal 
to the. Weight they undertake Firſt, Iam a Schollar. 


Sec. A meer Schollar is but an intelligible Aſs. 
Dy. Thou art talking Paradoxes. hs 


Sec. Of all Blockheads, the learned one is the greateſt. — 
* Dyp. I thought Igaoramus and Blockhead were Synonimous 
erms. 5 | 1 


Sec. 


or, the Ciffee-houſe Politician. 4.6 

Sec. Ever while you live, a Pedant and a Blockhead. 

Dyp. Learning givesa Man Merit. | 

Sec, Not when it makes him impertinent. 
 _ - Dyp. I find you attack Learning in point of Honour; as a 
Man defends a common Miſtreſs ; becauſe he has undertaken her 
Protection. — 

Sec. Tho' no Man has a greater Value for Letters than I, yet 
I had rather be ignorant of all things, than knowing in the man- 
ner you are: For let me tell you, Mr. Dypthong, with all the 
Reſpect due to fo great a Name ; your Knowledge is but well 
dreſs'd Pedantry, and Ignorance in a Foreign Habit. 5 

Dyp. Ha ha; you have a noble Reliſh of theſe things truly. 

Hor. Conſider him as your Rival, Mr. Dypthong, and remem- 
ber, that tho” you are a Lover, you are a Philoſopher too: 
Sir, [turning tu her Father] let me intreat you to give this poor 
Gentleman no further Trouble; and as you value my Happineſs, 
bleſs me with your Conſent. 9 

Tort. You ſee, Sir, we are driving Wool into Stone here 
Labour in vain——Prithee Child, tell me what Security have 
you for your Fortune ? 

Dyp. Sir, this is an Union of Souls as well as Bodies ; and for 
the Goods of Fortune, as they are neceſſary to Life, we value 
em; but have the utmoſt Neglect of, and Contempt for Mo- 


.ney, in every other Reſpect. 
Flor, If we wanted Wealth, Philoſophy wou'd teach us to be 


content with Poverty. 

Dyp. Let the mercenary Vulgar doat on Gold ; our Souls. are 
more refin'd, than to be fond of that yellow Miſchief. 

Tort. Ay ay, for all this; it you will be mad and marry thus, 


chooſe your Truſtees, and take good Security. f | 
Flor. What greater Security can J have, than the diſintereſted 


Soul of Mr. Dypthone. : | 
Dyp. That — is intirely yours, not to be raviſh'd from 


you ; the Goods of Fortune are blown away by every evil Acci- 


dent. | 
Enter 4 Servant, with two Letters, 
Ser. I was order'd to deliver theſe Letters into your owt 


Hands. | 


1 
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| Tortfil reads the Letters and farts. * 


Flor. For Heaven's ſake, What's the matter, Sir, that you 


turn pale, and ftart—— 


Tort. Read this, Child, you'll find I have Reaſon to look pale. 


Flor. (Reads) Sir, I am ſorry I am oblig*d to ſend this Meſſen- 
ger of ill News; I met juſt now your Clerk in Court, 
who told me your Negligence of your Affairs, has oc- 
caſion'd the 5 of # nas Suit in Chancery; and you 


are condemn d ecree Y Court, to pay ten thou- 
ſand Pounds. 


Sec. This is a Shock indeed, * the mh, Sir, ſpeaks bet- 
ter News; z read that 


Tort. (Reads) The Friendſhip I have for Jou, makes me intereſt 
my ſelf in all that concerns you, and grieve to tell you, 


that this Morning your Goldſmiths Sterling and Tal- 


5 ly are bot gone o 


Undone, ruin'd, hopeleſs, not worth one Doit; unhappy, 
miſerable Wretch that lam. (Reads on 
I hope the Effects Jou baue in their Hands are not 
conſiderable ; for tis believ'd they are gone to France, 


Flor. Come, Sir, let Philoſophy 1 now give you a little Com- 
fort; don't torment your felt: -Thank Heaven, Mr. Dyp- 


thong i is bleſs'd with Wealth enough, more than ſufficient for us 
three; and I dare ſwear he is infinitely pleas'd, that this Oppor- 


tunity offers to ſhew his Gratitude, and the generous Diipok- 
tion of his Soul. 

Dyp. I don't know, Madam—T can't tell But 1 wou'd not 
have you preſs this Affair too far—— That Gentleman there 
ſeem'd to be very full of Happineſs in the Hopes of marrying 


| mou; and I don't love to contradi& People. . 


Flor. Hah—This Reflection of yours comes very cloſe at the 
Heels of thoſe two Letters. | 
Dy. 


or, The Coffee-houſe Politician. 4 7 


Dyp. Thoſe Letters, no, no; beſides, Madam, I ſhou'd draw 


the Curſe of Diſobedience upon you; nay, if you are uneaſy, I. 


don't love to be troubleſome. 1-—— 

Flur. I ſee that in you, that if I had heard it from any one 
_ © wha not have believ d I ſee what Stuff you are 
made 0 | : | 


Tort. Let the mercenary Vulgar doat on Gold; but Mr. Dyp- 


thong ——— 


Sec. Is a Philoſopher, his Soulis more refin'd, than to be fond. 


of that yellow Miſchief, „ 

Tort. What think you, Daughter, now of his diſintereſted Soul? 

Dyp. Gentlemen, you may ſay what you pleaſe ; but ſince I 
grow troubleſome to you, and I find by that Lady's Eyes ſhe 
will never ſee me more, I take my Leave. I find this Gentle-- 
man's Intereſt is much ſuperior to mine, and I can't ſtay to bear 
the Shock of a triumphant Rival. [Exit. Dyp. 

Flor. Brute! Monlter ! Savage! Why is not the ungrateful 
Wretch ſtruck dead with Thunder? : 

Sec. I think the Loſs of your Fortune is very. well made up 
by the Loſs of your Lover. 

Flor. "gn Reptile ! 

Sec. Madam, if you wou'd yet accept my Perſon and Eſtate, . 
ſuch as they are lay them at your Feet. 
Hlor. I muſt_own your Generoſity is obliging ; but I fear 
your Love is earthly, ſenſual, burthen'd with a heavy Load of 
material Pleaſures, | 

Sec. Truly, Madam, I have but little Notion of your man- 
ner of Enjoyment ; my Soul and Body always bear one another - 
Company, nor is the refin'd part of me ſo unrea ſonable to hope 
to feed the groſſer with Viſions and Air only. | 

Tort. Come, Daughter, you muſt not, you can't, unleſs.you* 
would be guilty of Hythong 's Vice, refuſe him. | 
Flor. Well, take me then: But if I were leſs oblig d to you, 
Sir, can tell you I ſhould be more happy. 

Sec. How To, Madam ? 
Flor. Your Obligations lie ſo heavy upon me. | 
Sec. To eaſe you then of that Burthen, and give you every 


thing you wiſh, let me inform you: Thoſe two Letters were. 
| | COu- 
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vented to ſhew. you the Sordidneſs of that Fellows Soul, and 


make my ſelf happy in the Poſſeſſion of all I cou'd deſire. 


Tort. This is ſurprizing hardly to be born: Nou have given 


me Life and Death in one half Hour. — 


Hor. Tho' I am oblig'd to you for delivering me from Dyp- 


thong, your Generoſity may be forg'd as well as your Letters. 


However, I'll keep my Word. 
Sec. And burn your Books. 
Hor. Dypthong, indeed, has for the preſent made me fck of 

Letters. 

Sec. This is not the firſt Stratagem Love has obli d me tocon- 
trive togain you: You may remember the Japazeſe Philoſopher. 

Flor, Were you that Japaneſe, induſtrious Mr. Secundine? 

Tort. Come, if it be poſſibſe we will ſolemnize this Wedding 


— 


at my Son Carizales's Houſe. We will oblige him-upon this 
Occaſion to open his Doors and be merry. 


Sec. Come, my Dear, for a Time at leaſt unbend your ſelf 


from the n of your Studies, and lay aſide your Folio's. 


| Books may. inftrutt ; but we can never prove 


, Happy and miſe tog ether without Love, 


The End of the Third AR. 
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1 
Carizales's Houſe. 
Lucia. Doris. 


Dor. Y Fear my Maſter's diligent Jealouſy is too active to be 
lull'd aſleep with an Opiate. Paſt Ten a Clock, and 

all filear. Ah! my Heart goes pit-a-pat. I'll ſteal towards her 

Chamber Door, and liſten. + FER ; 


Enter Lucia with a Bunch of Ms in her Hand. 


Lucia. Doris! © | 
Dor. Oh Madam! | 

Lucia. Huſh: Softly, this way. Vonder he lies as dead aſleep 
as if he had been boil'd in Poppy Water. Well, I never thought 
his Snoring wou'd-prove ſuch harmonious Muſick in my Ears: 
But I trembled ſo when I ventur'd to anoint him, I ſcarce durſt 
draw my Breath. Once I thought he ſtartl'd, but thank Heaven 
*twas only the Child of my Fear. | 

Dor. Heark, Madam, I hear the Sign. [4 Whiſtle.) There 
he is, punctual as the Dial to the Sun. Shall we let him in? 

Lucia. Lord! Doris, my Heart fails me: I dare not—— - 

Dor. Well-a-day | What Quandaries have we now? Not 
let him in! Give me the Keys. 

Lacia. Hold: Firſt, with your Ladyſhip's leave, we'll un- 
lock and unbar the Door that leads into the Balcony, and there 
let us capitulate before we ſurreader the Fort. Nay he ſhall 
{ſwear to behave himſelf. | 

Dor. Soberly, vertuouſly and diſcreetly, all the Days of 


. his Lite. 


H Lucia. 


. me T ö 
9 50 Th "ONIR Ws b; 
Lucia. He ſhall ſwear to deſire chin of us but what. we 

are willing to conſent to. 
Dor. With all my Heart: Bat how can you kemjer andre. 
ther down an honeſt Fellow with Oaths, that comes to give you 


Liberty. 
Whiſtle without. 
Lucia. Come along, the Sign is repeated. ; 
| CT Wy [Ex, Doris & Lucia. 


- 


Scene changes to the Street. 


Gs Philadel 1 Valentine. 


Pal: Sure, Madam, your Siſter was din to Diſappoint- 
ments. 

Phil. How fo, Viola ! - 

Val. To have an old Fumbler for/a/Husband, and a young 
Woman for a Gallant— But what can you really mean by this 
Expedition? 

Phil. I mean to {re my Siſter, and preſerve. my Lover— 
Hark, I think I hear em above. Stand cloſe under the Balco- 
ny, and ſpeak low, that Doris may not diſtinguiſh our Voices; 
as 6 dark I believe they can't ſee us. 


- Doris and Lucia 3 in the Balcony. 


Doris. S't: Cavalier. 

Phil. The lame, and at your ger vice Veramant. 

Lucia, Don't forget to make him ſwear. - 

Dor. Swear ! ay marry ſhall he, and ſwear again, if you de- 
fire-it. What, he is ſo honeſt a Gentleman, I know he won't 
ſtick at an Oath or two, if Occaſion be, , 

Phil. Dear Governeſs, open the Door, and let me and Flyblow 
in: We have waited here a long While; and. Minutes in Love, 
you know, are Ages in Expectation. 

Dor. Is Fljblow there? I am glad of that. But, Sir, two 
Words to a Bargain: We {hall not, nor we mult not let you in 
till you have ſworn, 1 

Phil. 
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Dor. Hold, Sir: You are in the firſt place to know, that-we 
yithun theſe Walls are vertuous ſober People: And tho! I may 
dem to be forty Years of Age, I aſſure you TI have not as yet 
ſeen thirty, for I want two Months and a half of it, and am a 
Maid, tho' a miſerable Sinner, Heaven knows; and if perhaps 
I look ſomewhat old, I may thank the many Troubles and Croſ- 


ſes J have met with. | 
Val. What a Speech is fere! an old Haradan. 


Dor. Theſe things being fo as they are; tho' my Heart ſtands 
well enough inslin'd to let you in; yet before you enter our 
Kingdom, you muſt take a folemn Oath to do nothing but what 
we {hall bid you 3 and if in coming hither your Intention be 
good, you will not be ſcrupulous to ſwear : For a good Pay- 
maſter is never loath to leave a good Pan. SE 

Phil. My much honour'd and reſpected Friend, ſweet Com- 
panion and Counſellor to the brighteſt. of her Sex, Lacia; my 


Deſign being nothing more than to procure both your Pleaſures 


and Satisfactions, as far as my poor Abilities may reach, I will 
take this Oath which you require of me. Tho? I had rather you 
had truſted to my Word; tor the Ox is taken by his Horns, and 
Man by his Word. | 
Dor. How parlouſly he talks. Well, he is a ſweet 


Gentleman. 


Phil. But that you may be ſure of my vertuous Intentions, I 
Will ſwear, like an honeſt Man and a good Chriſtian. I ſwear 
then by the Life of all my Anceſtors down from Don Japhet of 


Armenia to this preſent Day, by all that is contain'd in the true 


Hiſtories of Pharamond and Charlemain, together with the Death 
of Giant Tygerbraſs, never to tranſgreſs or paſs beyond the Oath 
I have already taken, nor diſobey the leaſt of your Commands, 
upon pain, that if either in Thought, Word or Deed 1 ſhall do 
otherwiſe, from this preſent till then, and from then till now; 
I hold it for null, void, and of none effect. 

Dor. Oh dreadful! Did you ever hear ſuch an Oath? | 
| Lucia. Bleſs us, I think he has ſworn himſelf out of 
mew: -- 


H 2 | Dor. 
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862 The Generous Huchand;, 
Dtor. This is an Oath to move the hardeſt Stones. I hope 
Fou are ſatisfy'd gow, Madam. Well, Pll let him in Pm re- 
ſolv'd. Go round to the other Door, Sir: I can open it with 
the leaſt Noiſe. 5 [Exeant Doris, Lucia. 
Pl. Thus they tickle Trouts. Was there ever ſuch an old 
Piece of Patch-work Vanity? This way, Viola; I hear the 
Door open. | 2 | [ Exeant. 
| Scene Changes to the Inſide of the Houfe. 


— 


Enter Doris, Lucia, Philadel, Valentine. 
Doris with 4 Candel, turning upon Philadel, tarts. 


Dor. Ah . 2 MME Eo 10 
* Lacia. For Heaven's ſake, Doris, you'll wake my Husband. 
Dor. This is not Mr. Veramant. 2 : 
- Phil, No; but as pretty a Fellow as he, and let him chooſe 
his Glaſs This faireſt Creature be the Judge, for whoſe 
ſake I have enter'd this Caſtle, and now offer my Service to de- 
liver her from the ſleeping Giant. 1 2 
Lacia. O' my word, Sir, this is very Don Quixotiſh; I fancy 
vou have been lately reading Romances, and have dub'd your 
elf a Knight Errant. 8 2 
Pj)bil. 1 ſhou'd call you Goddeſs, Angel; for fo perfect a Form 
is only to be expreſs'd by thoſe Elegant Traces; which the buſi 
Fancy leaves us of Cæleſtial Beings : Oh heavenly Creature! ſuf- 
fer me to look and love | 2 
Luci. Hey day; this is Fire and Flame indeed; but prithee 
deſcend a little; and ſince it is fo, let us be Company, take me 
not for a Goddeſs——Tam only a piece of frail Fleſh and Blood, 
pretty well made up. 
Phil. Your Shape, Madam, is gentle and eaſy. 
. Lacia. As I wou'd with your Converſation neither too ſtiff . 
nor too looſe. KT? Is | 
| Phil, Your Eyes are like your Underſtanding, full of Fire and 
unaffected Gaiety. 8 


As 


or, The Ciffee-houſe Politician. 53 
As Doris and Valentine gre ſpeaking, Philadel ſeems ſtill o 
a mate Love to Lucia. | | 

Dor. Oh fie, Sir, fie, you Gentlemen's Gentlemen are ſuch 
Courtiers. | 85 3 SE 
Val. When you ſmile, Madam, every Dimple is a Lover's 
Grave; that inimitable Sweetneſs in your Diſcourſe; the agree- 
able Geſture and Carriage of your Body——Thoſe little round 
white ſwelling Hillocks, thoſe pretty nimble Twins your Feet; 
in ſhort, every Inch about you is confederated to my DeſtruQi- 
on; unleſs you will accept me for your Servant. 

Dor, Ha, ha, ha ; dear Sir, you make me bluſh, you have a 
Tongue wou'd undo a Nation of Petticoats ; tho? I muſt tell you 
one thing, both you and your Maſter too, are a couple of the 
moſt impudent little Fellows I ever ſaw in my Life. 

Val. The Sight ofa fine Woman always inſpires a Fellow of 
any Spirit with Aſſurance. 2 


* 


Dor. So a Bottle of Wine makes a Coward a Hero -H] = 
long now Servant cou'd you ſigh for me? 

Val. How long my charming armful of Pleaſure wou'd you 
ſuffer me to whine ? 

Dor. Fie, the Parſon has ſaid Grace. 7 

Val. Ah, thou haſt put me into a cold Sweat; why do you 
mention a Man in black at Night, Child? 

Dor. Bleſs us, what a looſe Age we live in; all the young Fel- 
lows I meet with ſtart at the Name of Matrimony, as if they 
ſaw a Ghoſt.; I was bewitch'd to mention it——l hope I hand 
frighted you, Sir ? | | ; 
Fial. &little, my Dear; but I ſhall recover my Courage; 
prithee let us withdraw into that Gallery, and leave thoſe. two 
Lovers to fight it out by themſelves. _ : 

oY Dear Sir, how can I truſt my ſelf with you; you are ſo 
robuſt, | "Te? 

Val. Your Honour, Madam, is a Fortification of your own 
Building; and you your ſelf beſt know the Strength of it. 

Dor. But if one's Inclinations are _—_ they always 
. betray the Town to the Enemy. a 
Val. By my Life, ſhe parleys— what ſhall I do——T have 


talk'd my ſelf into a very pretty Affair; look ye, GT” 2 


* 


. rn 
— 


wil. 
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54 Tode Generous Hus bhaud, 
Fort of Honour is but a Houſe of rds. . 
Dor. Blown down by every gentle Sigh———But come, Sir, 
ſince you propos'd it, you ſhall ſee this Gallery; the Furniture 
is neat, (taking her Hand) | Ne PENG 
Val. (aſide.) So J have fir'd the Houſe, and have not one 
Drop of Water to quench it. [ Exeant, Dor. and Val. 
| Phil. And every thing I have faid centers in theſe Words, 
I love. FE "hs 
Lucia. A Lover is a ſuperſtitious Bigot, that falls down and 
worſhips an [dol of his own making. 2 
Phil, If I am an Idolater, ſtill you are my Deity ; but theſe 
Moments, my little Angel, are too precious to be talk'd a- 
3 / BY What wou'd you have me do? e 
- Phil. Improve the glorious Non — Liberty, Opportunity, 
Youth, Pleaſure; all things court you to be happy. 
Lala. How ſhall I know you will be ſtill my Friend? You 
your ſelf may perhaps hereafter reflect my Ingratitude to Cari. 
Zales ; and becauſe you have known me falſe to one; be jea- 
lous of me your ſelt——1 dare not dare not truſt you — 
Phil. (aſide.) She holds out gallantly 
Tou will be unjuſt to your ſelf, if you don't uſe this Oppor- 
tunity to eſcape. "al 1 | 
.  Lacia, Beſides; the Life of this little Beauty, which is ſhor- 
ter, and more fading than a Picture, muſt expire; and then the 
utmoſt Happineſs I can expect, is, to have a long Evening of 
Repentance for a ſhort Morning of Io. 12 9 
_- Phil, What then, are you reſolv'd ſtill to remain in this Cloy- 
ſter; or rather your Nurſery in a Priſon——T hardly can com- 
= of your Cruelty to me, ſince you are ſo unkind to your 
ſelt. | Ys | 
| Lucia, You ask ſuch a Price for my Freedom, I had rather 
venture to Sea by my ſelf, than take you for my Convoy. | 
Phil. You ha "a pay dear for your Convoy, than looſe 


all, and be a Priſon Life too. ; 
Lucia. How mercery 'tis to ask a Reward for your Service? 
Phil. By Heaven, Pl leave it wholly to your own Generoſi- 
ty; and only take an Earneſt . Thus and thus, (lin und 
| . ari- 


— 


LA 
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or, The Coffeehouſe Polirician. © 
Carixales at the oppoſire Door in his Nieht-gown, Rc. | 
Car. Ha is this a Dream, or do my Eyes, poiſon'd with + _ 
| Jealouſy, deceive me Damnation, no tis Truth 
'tis killing Truth She is a Jilt, and J in ſpightof all my Cau- 
tion——am a Monſter, | [aſide. 
Lucia. Come, Sir, let us conſult with Doris — I have your 
Honour for my Security, and if you forfeit that Bond | 
Phil. Hate me, deſpiſe me; think Iam your Husband. 
18 | [Exeunt Lucia. Phil. 
Car. Calone.] Ah, thou young Devil with an Angel's Face; in- 
ſtruct me Furies; teach me, ye Friends, what Puniſhment ſhall 
I deviſe, I'Il inſtantly go fetch my Poniard——Nail 'em toge- 
ther in the very A&t——— Yes, I'll waſh away the Stains of 
my Honour with the Blood of my Enemics I feel my 
Heart oppreſs'd It ſinks beneath th? oppreſſive Load 
and Grief ſucceeds to Rage; my Tongue cleaves to my Mouth; 
my Blood is froze; I am a Statue of cold Marble Un- 
grateful Woman- Fooliſh C arizales. l [Eai. 


— 
* 


| Enter Doris, Valentine, Lucia, Philadel... 


Dor, You're a fawcy Varlet, to imagine I wou'd encourage 
your unlawful Addreſſes; I muſt tell you, Sir, my Education 
has been otherwiſe, | «>, 
Val. And 1 mult tell you, Mrs. Doris, that your Virtue is aas 
falſe as your Complexion; and if ever I do commit a Sin, Pl}-. 
have ſome Temptation for my Excuſe. 

Dor. Temptation a provoking Puppy 

Val, You're an old Almanack. | 

Dor. Not ſo uſeleſs yet; Thou Sign of a Man. | 
Phil. Put up your Wit, Valentine, and conſult with us for- 
the common Good. TY 

Dor. He uſed me, Sir, paſt all Indurance, 

Lucia. Doris, Tam going to ſurrendeg 
Dor. Upon what Articles. A 

Lacia, At Diſcretion. 1 
Dor. 1 wiſh Veramant wou'd raiſe the Siege; I am ſo weary 


i 6 
of this pert Coxco . 
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36 The Generows Hwbaud; © 
L Lacis. (td Phil.] Are you not a Man of Honour, and in Love? 
Phil. Are you not a pretty Lady in Diſtreſs ? | 
Lucia. My Duty bids me ſtay. » 
Phil. Your Inclination bids you fly. 2 
Lucia. Here is my Goal. 3 
Phil. Here your Liberty” | 
Lucia. There's my Husband aſleep. 
' Phil. Here's your Lover awake. | TSS 
Lucia. But what will the talking buſy World ſay of me? 
Phil. Why they'll fay you're in the Wrong; and I think you 
1 » 5 8 88 
Lucia. Well, here I deliver my felt into your Hands: but 
firſt I'll ſteal back to his Chamber, and make bold with a little 
Gold, to help bear our Charges, or ſo 3 
Dor. Lord, Madam. I heard my Maſter cough; he is cer- 
tainly awake, and we are all undone. * RE : 
Lucia. Be gone, be gone, take the Gentleman into your 
Chamber; Vilfly, and if it be not fo, return immediately. 
35 | LExeunt. 


| SCENE changes to Carizales's Bed-Chamber, 


Car. [Aloxe.)] To what purpoſe has been all this Circum- 
ſpection; wherefore theſe Locks, Walls, Bars; why this vaſt 
Terras, into which nothing ever enter'd that was Male before, 
except its Maſter ; all this fair Building has a vicious young Fel- 
law, a falſe Governeſs, anda fooliih Girl deſtroy'd Here, 
where I had treaſur'd up my Hopes of future Happineſs 
All——all undermin'd at once and gone 3 
Malls towards his Bed, and flings himſelf upon it. 


% 


Enter Lucia. 


Lucia. Ha — he ſleeps ſtill Good Heaven, he has been u 
his Night-gown's on. 4g. [She goes toward bim, he riſes. 
Car. Lucia, where art thou, Child? \ is | 
Lucia. Here, Sir; I thought heard a Noiſe of Fire, and not 
being able to wake you; I went out to know the Reaton of it ; 
af | 3 8 but 1 


\ . 


at 
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, : The\Coffee-houſe Politician. 37 
but IL believe it was nothing but ſome drunken Night-Revelers, 
for all is quiet now. : . 8 
Car. Give me thy Hand. | 
Lucia. Alas! Sir, what's the matter you look fo wildly? ? 
Car. Iam very ill, Lacy, I find my Glaſs is almoſt out; you 
and I ſhall both be freed together. 
TLacia. Alas! my Dear, you break my Heart; ſend for a 
. Phyſician. | | 
Car. (aſide.) Behold how innocent ſhe looks to outward Show, 
unſully'd as the whiteſt Vertue : Yes, ſhe appears as chaſt as 
Flowers in Bud: How cunningly her Sin covers it ſelf; with 
what an Appearance of real Truth and Matron-like Modeſty : 
Yet ſhe knows more than wanton Wiſhes. - 12 
Lucia. Your Mind, my Dear, ſeems indiſpos'd as well as 
your Body; L wiſh it were in my Power to cure em both ; how 
do you, Sir; where does your Grief lie. : © 
Car. Send for your Father, I wou'd ſee him e're 1 die, and 
while my Strength and Rea ſon holds. 

Lacia. (aſide.) I tremble ſfo——1I know not what I ſay 
Good. Heaven, I hope this curſed Ointment has not poiſon'd 
him. | [She goes to the Door. 

Car. Oh Woman, Woman! We look at thee all our Lives thro? 
a Multiplying-Glaſs ; we paſs our Days in the Folly of a Child's 
Raree-Show ; in peeping thro? a Piece of Iſing-Glaſs at painted 

Baubles; but if we turn the wrong End of the Perſpective, or 
but behold 'em with the naked Eye, we ſee Vanity, Hypocriſy, 
Envy, Malice, Inconſtancy ; and a long Train of ſuch ugly 
Vices: We ſtand amaz'd, and are frighted at what we were 
before in Love with. bk | 


4 
- 
2 
* 


Euter Tortfil Secundine, and Florida. 


| Tort. Tam ſtrangely ſurpriz d his Door's open at Night 
too, and no Body to be ſeen here they are. 
Lacia. Oh, Sir, we were going to. fend for you, my poor 
..  Husband is taken deſperately ill. ; 
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Enter Doris. 


58 


Car. You may remember, Sir, with what Tenderneſs you 


. deliver'd up to me this your beloved Daughter for my lawful 


Wife, juſt a Year and one Month ſince ; I liberally indow'd, 
cloth'd, and adorn'd her; but being led by my natural ſnclina- 
tion to fear that Evil, which will certainly be my Death; and 
being defirous to preſerve the Jewel T had purchas'd with the 
utmoſt Caution; I indulg'd her in every thing, but the Liberty 
of being abroad, and converſing with a vicious World. 
Dor. (aſide.) This is a moſt ſolemn Prologue; my Life, it 

ends in Cuckoldom ; my Ears tingle. | | 

Car. I made her my Equal, communicated to her my moſt 
ſecret Thoughts; and put into her Hands all my Wealth and 
Treaſure; but to end a dreadful Preface, I muſt tell you, Fa- 
ther, this Woman, born into the World for the Diſturbance 
of my Peace, and the Loſs of my Life; I found but half an 
Hour ſince in the Arms of a young Fellow; who is now ſhut up 
in the Lodging of that curſed old Woman. 8 
Lacia. i ever, Sir; but — | ; 

Car. Hold, by Heaven, I wou'd not have you confeſs the 
vile Engagements you have had in ſecret. | 

Lucia. By Chaſtity ; by ſacred Truth. 4th 
Car. Ah, do not add the Sin of Perjury to thy Damnation; 


Sir, you will receive back again, nothing but an empty Name; 


ſhe is the Shadow only of her Honour, 
"Tort. You have ſtrook a Dagger to my Heart; what Puniſh- 
ment but muſt be light to her Offence. | 
Car. Vengeance I claim, and Vengeance I will execute my 
elf; but it ſhall not be a common, an ordinary Puniſhment ; 
$ I have been ſingular in my Actions, my Revenge ſhall be the 
ſame ; it mult fall then upon my ſelt——my flf——T am 
molt guilty of this Offence; I ought, Fool that I was, to have 


| ronfider'd how inconſiſtent the 15 Years of this Girl were with 


the threeſcore of mine; like the Silk-worm, I have wrought 
my-own Tomb, and I lie down in it in peace: My Rage wou'd 
haveminiſter'd Blood for this Affront, but my Reaſon tells me, 

| gt 1 
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1 or, the Coſſee-houſe Politician. 59 
Lought not to blame thee, the Perſwaſion of a wicked Beldam 
ct _ e amorous young Fellow, might eaſily 
riumph over, and ſubdue the little ich 
Tears ford 5 | J gment which thy ou : 
Lucia. Your Generoſity moves me, Sir; but if you wou'd look 
into my Soul, you there wou'd ſee my Innocence. 


4 


Enter Philadel and Nialentins: 


Car. Send for a Scrivener ; my Spirits fail me, I will in this 
laſt Article of my Life, ſhow you I have forgiven you: Thy 
Dowry Lacia ſhall be doubled, and if you retain the leaſt Re- 
ſpect for my Memory when I am gone, I command you to e- 
ſpouſe that young Fellow, whom the grey Heirs of this unfortu- 

nate old Man never yet offended. ] leave you the Poſſeſſion of 
him, on whom you ſeem to have plac'd your Happineſs. 

Phil. So here's fine Work; ſee what 'tis to be a Cuckold in 
Conceit ; I muſt unravel this knotty Buſineſs - How now, 

old Gentleman, what do you ſhut up your Houſe in the Day, 
and keep it open at Night; Faith, that's very odo. 

Car. No Sir, they are broke open by Thieves; but you me- 
thinks might have ſpar'd this Viſit. 1 

Phil. What a ſtrange old Put thou art; in ſhort, Sir, I come 
to vindicate that Lady; I hear you wrong her with unjuſt Suſ- 
picions; you have odd Notions in your Head; you fancy now 
and then you look like a Devil, with a huge Pair of Horns on 

_ Lacia. For Heaven's ſake be gone, Sir; but I ſee you are re- 
ſolv'd to ruin me intirely. 
-- Phil. Madam, your Honour is dear to me as my Life, and I 
 _ will vindicate you with the laſt Drop of my Blood. | 

Car. Will you fo, Sir, come on thou very impudent InfeQ ; 
I'll let out ſome of thy hot Spirits. 

Tort; /natches a Sword from the Table, Philadel runs behind her 
Father, and her Peruke falls off, 


— 


©» Phil, Oh fave me, Sir, L am Fidtitia your Daughter ; Wall 
you ſee me murther'd ? 45 
Omnes, Fictitia 


I 2 Tort. 
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De Generous Husband ; + 


Tort. By all that's happy tis my Daughter. Kind Heaven 


has given me back two Children both at once. 

Car. Oh moſt agreeable Surprize: My Spirits flutter : Nature 
is in confuſion, and hardly able to ſupport theſe violent Turns, 
Oh Lacy, come to my Arms, my Dear. Forgive me now, and 
ſince I find how fruitleſs Locks, and Bars, and Walls might be, 
when e'er I entertain a jealous Thought again, uſe me as I ſhall 


- deſerve, let me wear real Horns. : 


Enter Veramant and Flyblow. 


Ver. What's here, a Revel Rout . Does the old Cuckold 
keep a Lumber Houſe ? What can be the Meaning of all 
this? HF 3 | 

Lucia. Siſter, I was mightily oblig'd to you for your in- 
tended Favour. | : 

Fi. When you know the Deſign, you won't blame me. 
Car. Oh Fictitia! to thee alone I owe my Cure, yet *twas a 
deſperate Remedy. / = 

Ver. Fittitia ! Siſter ! By all my Hopes tis ſhe. What, have 
I been hunting my .own Shadow all this while ?!—Heack'e, 
young Gentleman, I have a Demand upon you for abufing my 


_ Miſtreſs. 


Fict. I have kept my Word with you, Sir; but you don't 
know her when you ſee her. 8 | | 
Ver. Tis true ſhe has taken ſeveral Shapes, but here Ill fix 


- her—If I can but tye her down with a Matrimonial Chain 
So, I find you have been beforehand with me here too ; but 


Pl! be reveng'd on you——Come, Madam, will you venture to 
be bound for Life? I'll find the Parſon and the Husband. 
Fict. Well ſaid, my bold Adventurer. Stay a Minute or two, 


and here's a Couple will bear us Company. 


Flor. Mr. Secundine and I have agreed to be made one: My 
Underſtanding is. only to be paſſive of a tew hard Words. 
Car. I hope you'll take your Wedding Dinner with me, La- 


dies. From this Day I date my Nuptials ; for from this Day 


I propheſie our Marriage will be happy. 
£ | Flor. 


were, we both center together in the Matrimonial Point. 


the Affairs of the Publick. 


5 3 N . ; ; - . 1 | 
Fler. to Fiftitia. Siſter, ES from your frolick- 
ſome Pilgrimage. You fee how different ſoever our Inclinations 


- 
- 


Enter Poſtſcri pt. 


Poſt. Your Servant, Ladies and Gentlemen. Gad, I was go- 
ing by, and ſeeing theſe Doors open, I cou'd not help asking the 
Affair. Mr. Veramant, what are our freſheſt Advices. 

Ver. Faith, Sir, I know nothing but ſome domeſtick Occur- 
refices. Your Miſtreſs is going to be marry'd. 

Poſt. Ha! Tam glad on't. My Mind began to be fo taken 
up with my own private Matters, I was afraid I ſhould negle& 


Ver. That wou'd make you appear mean ſpirited indeed. 
Poſt. I am not one of thoſe narrow-ſouPd Puppies, that mind 


—— —— — —-„— i7'ey:e — _ — _ — _—_ * 


only their own Buſineſs Have you nothing further? 2 


Hier. Yes, I am happy in a Wife too, and I wou'd not part 
with her for the Weſt Indies. | 

Poſt. The Weft Indies! No, no, we muſt not hope for the 
Weſt Indies yet. Ah poor Portocarero! Portocarero, Sir; hewwas 
the Man. I knew how things would go when he dropt : There 
will be another Turn yet ; but how, and how ? The Port has 
broke with Maſcovy. | | 

Ver, Les, Sir, there are 40oco Janifaries on a full March 
through Tartary to China. 

Poſt, Good lack! What is there a Male then? I muſt fly to, 
Kidney's. Sam will {wear I am turn'd Whig, and Conſtantine 
(that lying Greek) pronounce me a. Jacobite, But I will be 
with you again. I hope it needs no Confirmation. Exit. 

Ver. That you are a ſuperlative Blockhead. | 

Fict. Muſt I then venture on that Dragon Marriage? 

Ver. Don't be afraid of the Monſter, I'll engage you make a 
good Defence. 

Hit. Well, do what you will with me. Siſter, you ſhall 


ſhew me the way. 
Ver. Ehblom, are you and Doris ready to follow your Leaders? 


Fly, . 


* 


3 62 The Generous Husband r 
q. Ah, Sir, I humbly hope you will excuſe me. I have 
ſome ſort of a Diſtaſte to Matrimony. What a pretty Buſineſs 
is here come to nothing, all long of your honourable Affairs! 
But Doris, Sir, is in love with Valentine. * 
Dor. With him, a Paltroon ! bit 
Fit. Don't abuſe Viola, ſhe is a good-natur'd Girl, Dori. 
Dor. As I live a very Wench! I thought ſo. What tran. 
mogrifying Work is here of all ſides! 28 
Viola. Ah Madam, I ſigh to think that all our 3 Days 
are over. Now there will be nothing but Breeding, Puking, 
Pining, Louting. I am ſo vex'd, if 1 had a Husband ready 1 
would marry my ſelf. . FE Wt 
Ver. Well, we'll not impoſe a Wife upon thee, Fhblow. Thou 
ſha't live with me, and reſt thy ſelf after the Fatigues of ſo many 
Campaigns, like an old Soldier in an Hoſpital, and talk over 
thy gallant Actions. 5 „ 
Fly. Sir, I cannot ruſt, my Mind is too active to deſcend into 


2 plain Houſhold Serving: man. I cannot be content to ſpend. : 


my Life wholly in carrying Howdee's, chipping Bread, and 
ſpreading Tables. = 3 8 at 
e. I confeſs thou haſt a Genius for Pumping. 

Eh. Yes, Sir, my Head is ſomething turn'd that way. 

* Tort. Mr. Secundine, my Daughter's Fortune is now her own, 
but I will keep my Word, and give you ſome Gold with my 
Bleſſing. As for my Son Veramant here, tho' his own good 
Eſtate make his Circumſtances very eaſy, he ſhall command 
what my {mall Fortune will allow me to give. © 

Ver. Sir, I weigh nothing againſt this Lady but her Merit. 
You may remember I wou'd have beg'd this Honour before. 
But: . 

Tort. No more of that, my Son - My Bleſſing on you both. 
This is the gayeſt Day of all my Liſe. Methinks I long to exer- 
ciſe my Limbs. Shall we have a Dance? | 

Car. With all my Heart, ; 

| | A Dance. : Y 
Hence I have learnt, that 'tis as poſſible to impriſon Air or Fire, 

as to keep a Woman from her Will. I know too that Jealouſy is 
an ungovernable Paſſion... If I ſuſpect my Servant to be a 1 
= 7 6 . 
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bl he thinks he has a Right to rob me; and if I am jealous of my 
$83.27. 8 1 2 . 1 

Wife, do I wonder if it piques her to Revenge? Henceforth, 
my Dear, thou ſha't be as free as my Thoughts, which ſhall 
lever any more be violated with baſe and unjuſt Fears. 


— 
4 


Ver. Well ſaid: Now you talk like a Man of Senſe. Why 


- 


mould you pretend to lock up a Treaſure to which all Mankind 
have a Key. No, rather take the Inſtruction of the Poet. 


on” 
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I. all her Ways be unconfi md, 


l 
* * * * 2 - 
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| RE And clap your Padlock on her Mind. 


I vain we Nature * by Art to force, 

2% > She muſt return with the more rapid Coarſe : 
And if your Wife does not her ſelf reſtrain, 

5 Believe me all your Guards and Locks are vain. 
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* Managers Pro and Con, or an Account of what is ſaid at Child's 
and Tom's Coffee -houſes for and againſt Dr. Sacheverell, 5th Edie. - 


* 


Pr ice 6 d. < : P 
to Tſaac, Bickirſtaff Eſq; Cenſor of Great Britain. Price 2 d. 


An Explanation of the Deſign of the Oxſbrd Almana ck for the Lear 
1711. taken from the moſt occult Hieroglyphicks of Kercher, Pignorius, © 
Pierins, Authors well vers'd in all the Egyptian Learning of that Rind, 
and from ſeveral other antient Authors of that kind. Price 6]. 
The third Edition of the Secres Hiſtory of Arlus and Odelphus, Mini- 
| ſters of State to the Empreſs of Grand Inſula; in which are diſcover. 
the labour d Artifices formerly made uſe of for the Removal of Arlus, and 
the true Cauſes of his late Reſtoration, upon the Diſmiſſion of Odolphus _ 
and the Quinquinvirate. Humbly offer'd to the good People of Grand In- 
fula, who have not yet done wondering why that Princeſs would change 
ſo notable a Miniſtry. Price 6 l. | PEE 
A Letter from a Diſſenter in the City to a Diſſenter in the Country, 
adviſing him to a quiet and peaceable Behaviour in this preſent Conqun- - © 
cture. Price 2 4. "HSE | 25 
Rules of Government, or a truè Balance between Soveraignty and Li- 
berty. Written by the late Sir Fob» Haywood immediately after the late - 
Civil War, and now publiſh'd to prevent another. 5 . 
Le Clerc's Rights of the Chriſtian Church adjuſted*; being the Extract 
and Judgment of Monſ. Le Clerc upon thoſe Authors who have written 
againſt the Book intitul d, Thc Rights of the Chriſtian Church aſſerted, wi, © 
Dr. Hickes, Dr. Turner, Mr.Wotton, Mr. Hill, Mr. Carol, Mr. Oldſwarthy 
and Mr. Hughes. Alſo Mr. LeClerc's Opinion what ſort of Church Diſe: 
pline is beſt. Tranſlated from the French. To which is added a Letter” © 
to Dr. George Hickes. | ov. RR 
Memoirs of the late Right Honourable John Lord Har erſbam, from the 
Year 1640 to 1710. With his Lordſhip's private Obſervations upon the 
moſt remarkalye n the Reginning of her Majeſtys Reign 
to the Bay u his Death. To w 32 
liament, and the Proceedings thereupon. 
- The Management of the War, &c. in two Parts. . 
Negociations for a Treaty of Peace in 1709. conſider'd in a Third 
Letter to a Tory-Member. ___- . 
The Trials of M://enger, Beaſley, Green, Appletree, &c. for High Tres 
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{on, in tumultuouſly aſſembling themſelves in Moor-fields, and other Pla. 


ces, under colour of pulling down Bawdy-Houſes. At the Se/ions-Houſe 

in the Old-Baily, on Saturday, April 4. 1688. ſome of whom were af 
terwards executed. To which is added, The Judgment of the Judges on 
that occaſion, reported by my Lord Chief Juſtice Rehnng 6% 
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A Character of Don Sacheverellio, Knight of the Firebrand, in a Letter . 
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ch age added all his Speeches in Par-. 


